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THE 


OR  PHAN 

OR,  THE 


Unhapp  yMar(uaoe. 
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ghii  Pelago  credit  magno,  fe  faenore  tollit ; 

*j?ui  Pugnas  &  Cajlra  petit ,  pracingitiir  Auro  } 

Vilis  Adulator  pi  do  jacet  Ebrius  OJlro ; 

Et  qui  follicitat  Nuptas,  ad  premia  peccat : 

Sola  pruinojis  horret  Facundia  pannis, 

Atqutinopi lingua  defertasinvocat  Artec .  Petron.  Arb.  Sat* 
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Royal  Highness 

THE 

DUTCHESS. 


MADAM, 

FTER  having  a  great  while  wi  fil’d 
to  write  fomething  that  might  be 
t&j)  n  worthy  to  lay  at  your  Highnefs’s 
Feet,  and  finding  it  impofnble  : 

*  *  '  Since  the  World  has  been  fo  kind 

to  me  to  judge  of  this  Poem  to  my  Advan¬ 
tage,  as  the  moft  pardonable  Fault  which  I 
have  made  in  its  kind  ;  I  had  finn’d  againft 
myfelf,  if  I  had  not  chofen  this  Opportunity 
to  implore  (what  my  Ambition  is  moll  fond 
of)  Your  F'avour  and  Prote&ion* 
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DEDICATION. 

For  though  Fortune  would  not  fo  far  blefs 
my  Endeavours,  as  to  encourage  them  with 
Your  Royal  Highnefs’s  Prefence,  when  this 
came  into  the  World  *,  yet,  I  cannot  but 
declare  it  was  my  Defign  and  Hopes,  it 
might  have  been  Your  Divertifemenc  in 
that  happy  Seafon,  when  You  return’d 
again  to  ehear  all  thofe  Eyes,  that  had  be¬ 
fore  wept  for  your  Departure,  and  enliven 
all  Hearts  that  had  droop’d  for  Your  Ab- 
fence  :  When  Wit  ought  to  have  paid  its 
choiced  Tributes  in,  and  Joy  have  known 
no  Limits,  then  I  hop’d  my  little  Mite 
would  not  have  been  rejedted  ;  though  my 
ili  Fortune  was  too  hard  for  me,  and  I  loft 
a  greater  Honour,  by  Your  Royal  High¬ 
nefs’s  Abfence,  than  all  the  Applaufes  of 
the  World  befides  can  make  me  Reparation 
for. 

Neverthelefs,  I  thought  myfelf  not  quite 
unhappy,  fo  long  as  I  had  Hopes  this  Way 
yet  to  recompenfe  my  Difappointment  pad : 
When  I  confider’d  alfo,  that  Poetry  might 
claim  Right  to  a  little  Share  in  Your  Favour: 
For  'Tajjo,  and  Arioflo ,  fome  of  the  bed, 
have  made  their  Names  Eternal,  by  tranf- 
mitting  to  After-ages  the  Glory  of  Your 
Anceftors :  And  under  the  fpreading  of  that 
Shade,  where  Two  of  the  bed  have  planted 
their  Laurels,  how  honoured  fiiould  I  be, 
who  am  the  word,  if  but  a  Branch  might 
grow  for  me. 


I  dare 


DEDICATION. 

I  dare  not  think  of  offering  any  Thing  in 
this  Addrefs,  that  might  look  like  a  Pane- 
gyrick,  for  fear,  left  when  I  have  done  my 
beft,  the  World  fhould  condemn  me,  for 
faying  too  little,  and  you  yourfelf  check 
me  for  meddling  with  a  Talk  unfit  for  my 
Talent. 

For  the  Defcription  of  Virtues  and  Perfect 
tions  fo  rare  as  Yours  are,  ought  to  be  done 
by  as  deliberate,  as  fkilful  a  Hand ;  the 
Features  muft  be  drawn  very  fine,  to  be 
like  ;  hafty  daubing  will  but  fpoil  the  Pic¬ 
ture,  and  make  it  fo  unnatural,  as  muft 
want  falfe  Lights  to  fet  it  off :  And  your 
Virtue  can  receive  no  move  Luftre  from 
Pra&ices,  than  your  Beauty  can  be  improv’d 
by  Art  ;  which  as  it  charms  the  braveft 
Prince  that  ever  amaz’d  the  World  with  his 
Virtue  :  So,  let  but  all  other  Hearts  enquire 
into  themfelves,  and  then  judge,  how  it  ought 
to  be  prais’d. 

Your  Love  too,  as  none  but  that  great 
Hero,  who  has  it,  could  deferve  it,  and 
therefore,  by  a  particular  Lot  from  Heaven, 
was  deftin’d  to  fo  extraordinary  a  Bleffing, 
fo  matchlefs  for  itfelf,  and  fo  wondrous  for 
its  Conftancy,  (hall  be  remember’d  to  Your 
Immortal  Honour,  when  all  other  Tranf- 
aftions  of  the  Age  You  live  in  fhall  be 
forgotten. 

But  I  forget  that  I  am  to  afk  Pardon  for 
the  Fault  I  have  been  all  this  while  com- 
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mirting.  Wherefore  I  beg  Your  Highnefs 
to  forgive  me  this  Prefumption,  and  that 
You  will  be  pleas’d  to  think  well  of  one  who 
cannot  help  refolvjng  with  all  the  Adlions 
of  Life,  to  endeavour  to  deferve  ir  :  Nay 
more,  I  would  beg,  and  hope  it  may  be 
granted,  that  I  may  through  Yours  never 
want  an  Advocate  in  his  Favour,  whofe 
Heart  and  Pviind  You  have  fo  entire  a  Share 
in  ;  it  is  my  only  Portion  and  my  Fortune, 
i  cannot  but  be  happy  fo  long  as  I  have 
but  Hopes  I  may  enjoy  it,  and  I  muft  be 
miferable,  fliould  it  ever  be  tny  ill  Fate  to 
lofe  it. 

This  with  Eternal  Wifhes  for  Your  Royal 
Highnefs’s  Contenr,  Happinefs,  and  Pro- 
Iperity,  in  all  Humility  is  preferred  by 


Tour  moji  obedient  and 


devoted  Servant, 


Tho,  Otway, 


PROLOGUE 


TO  You,  great  'Judges  in  this  Writing  Age, 

The  Sons  of  Wit,  and  Patrons  of  the  Stage, 

With  all  thofe  humble  Thoughts,  which  fill  have  fway'd 
His  Pride ,  much  doubting,  trembling,  and  afraid 
Of  what  is  to  his  want  of  Merit  due. 

And  aw'd  by  every  Excellence  in  you. 

The  Author  fends  to  beg  you  will  be  kind. 

And fpare  thofe  many  Faults  you  needs  mufi  find. 

You  to  whom  Wit  a  common  Foe  is  grown,. 

The  Thing  ye  fcorn  and  publickly  difown  ; 

Though  now  perhaps  y'  are  here  for  other  Ends?, 

He  fwears  to  me  ye  ought  to  be  his  Friends  : 

For  he  ne'er  call' d ye  yet  infpid  Tools  ; 

Nor  wrote  one  Line  to  tell  ye  you  were  Fools 
Put  fays  of  Wit  ye  have  Jo  large  a  Store, 

So  very  much,  you  never  will  have  more. 

He  ne'er  with  Libel  treated  yet  the  down, 

The  Names  of  hone f  Mew  bedaub' d  and  flxrww. 

Nay,  never  once  lampoon' a  the  harmlefs  Life 
Of  Suburb  Virgin,  or  of  City  Wife. 

Satire's  tV  Effect  of  Poetry's  Difcafe, 

Which,  fick  of  a  lewd  Age,  flee  vents  for  Eafe,. 

But  now  her  only  Strife  fsould  be  to  pleafe  ; 

Since  of  Ill-fate  the  baneful  Cloud's  withdrawn,. 

And  Happinefs  again  begins  to  dawn  ; 

Since  back  with  Joy  and  7  numph  he  is  come. 

That  always  drew  Fears  hence,  ne'er  brought  'em  home,. 
Oft  has  he  plow' d  the  boiferous  Ocean  o'er, 

7 et  ne'er  more  welcome  to  the  longing  Shore r 
Not  when  he  brought  heme  Victories  before - 
For  then  frejh  Laurels  four  if  I'd  on  his  Brow , 

And  he  conies  crown'd  with  Olive  Branches  now  ;• 


Receive  him  !  Oh  receive  him  as  his  Friends , 
Embrace  the  Bhjfngs  which  he  recommends  ; 

Such  fpuiet  as  your’ Foes  Jhall  ne'er  defray  ; 

P hen  fake  of  Fears,  and  clap  your  Hand;  for  Joy. 
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Duir.atls 


Dramatis  Perfonae. 


MEN. 


' Acajlo ,  a  Nobleman  retir’d  from  the  1 

Court,  and  living  privately  in  the  >  Mr.  allow, 
Country,  3 


Caftalio ,  ) 
Polydore,  J 


His  Sons, 


Mr.  Betterton. 
Mr.  Williams. 


Chamont,  a  young  Soldier  of  Fortune, 

^Paulino  }  Servants  in  the  Family,  ^ 

Cordelio  Poljdore’s  Page, 

Chaplain, 


Mr.  Smith. 

Mr.  Norris. 
Mr.  Wiltjhire. 

A  little  Girl. 

Mr.  Perci-val. 


WOMEN. 


Mommia,  the  Orphan  left  under  the  ?  Mrs>  B 
Guardianlhip  of  old  Acajto ,  J 


Serin  a,  Aeafio’s  Daughter, 
Florella,  Monimia's  Woman, 


Mrs.  Boteler. 
Mrs.  OJborn. 


SCENE,  BOHEMIA. 

THE 


THE 


ORPHAN. 


ACT  I.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  Paulino  and  Ernesto. 

PAUL  INO. 

I S  ftrange,  Ernefio ,  this  Severity 
Should  ftill  reign  pow’rful  in  Acafto'%  Mind, 
To  hate  the  Court  where  he  was  bred  and 
liv’d. 

All  Honours  heap’d  on  him  that  Pow’r 
could  give. 

ERNESTO. 

’Tis  true,  he  thither  came  a  private  Gentleman, 

But  young  and  brave,  aid  of  a  Family 
Ancient  and  Noble  as  the  Empire  holds. 

The  Honours  he  has  gain’d  are  juftly  his ; 

He  purchas’d  them  in  War  ;  thrice  has  he  led 
An  Army  ’gainft  the  Rebels,  and  as  often 
Return’d  with  Vi&ory  ;  the  World  has  not 
A  truer  Soldier,  or  a  better  Subject 
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PJUL  I  NO. 

It  was  his  Virtue  at  ftrit  made  me  ferve  him  ; 

He  is  the  beft  of  Mailers  as  of  Friends  : 

]  know  he  has  lately  been  invited  thither ; 

Yet  ftill  he  keeps  his  itubborn  Purpofe,  cries. 

He’s  old,  and  willingly  would  be  at  reft  : 

I  doubt  there’s  deep  Refentment  in  his  Mind, 

For  the  late  Slight  his  Honour  fufFer’d  there. 

ERNE  SrO. 

Has  he- not  Reafon  ?  When  for  what  he  had  borne 
Long,  hard,  and  faithful  Toil,  he  might  have  claim’d 
Places  in  Honour,  and  Employment  high  ; 

A  huffing,  ihining,  flatt’ring,  cringing  Coward, 

A  Canker-worm  of  Peace,  was  rais’d  above  him. 

PJUL  I  NO. 

Yet  ftill  he  holds  juft  Value  for  the  King, 

Nor  ever  names  him  but  with  higheft  Reverence, 

’Tis  noble  that — - - 

ERNESTO. 

Oh  !  I  have  heard  him  wanton  in  his  Praife, 

Speak  Things  of  him  might  charm  the  Ears  of  Envy, 

P  JUL  J  NO. 

Oh  may  he  live  ’till  Nature’s  felf  grow  old, 

And  from  her  Womb  no  more  can  blefs  the  Earth  l 
For  when  he  dies,  farewel  all  Honour,  Bounty, 

All  generous  Encouragement  of  Arts, 

For  Charity  herfeif  becomes  a  Widow, 

ERNESTO. 

No,  he  has  two  Sons  that  were  ordain’d  to  be 
As  well  his  Virtue’s,  as  his  Fortune’s  Heirs. 

P  JUL  I  NO. 

They’re  both  of  Nature  mild,  and  full  of  Sweetnefs, 
They  came  Twins  from  the  Womb,  and  ftill  they  live 
As  if  they  would  go  Twins  too  to  the  Grave  : 

Neither  has  any  Thing  he  calls  his  own, 

But  of  each  others  joys  as  Griefs  partaking  ; 

So  very  goneftly,  lo  well  they  love, 
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As  they  were  only  for  each  other  born. 

ERNESTO. 

Never  was  Parent  in  an  Offspring  happier ; 

He  has  a  Daughter  too,  whofe  blooming  Age 
Promifes  Goodnefs  equal  to  her  Beauty. 

PAUL  I  NO. 

And  as  there  is  a  Friendfhip  ’twixt  the  Brethren, 

So  has  her  Infant  Nature  chofen  too 
A  faithfuhPartner  of  her  Thoughts  and  Wifhes, 

And  kind  Companion  of  her  harmlefs  Pleafures. 
ERNES  TO. 

You  mean  the  beauteous  Orphan,  fair  Mcnimia! 

PAULINO. 

The  fame,  the  Daughter  of  the  brave  Chamont. 

He  was  our  Lord’s  Companion  in  the  Wars, 

Where  fuch  a  wondrous  Friendfhip  grew  between  ’em 
As  only  Death  could  end  :  Chamont' s  Eftate 
Was  ruin’d  in  our  late  and  civil  Difcords  j 
Therefore  unable  to  advance  her  Fortune, 

He  left  his  Daughter  to  our  Mailer’s  Care  ; 

To  fuch  a  Care  as  fhe  fcarce  loll  a  Father. 

ERNESTO. 

Her  Brother  to  the  Emperor’s  Wars  went  early. 

To  feek  a  Fortune,  or  a  noble  Fate  ; 

Whence  he  with  Honour  is  expected  back, 

And  mighty  Marks  of  that  great  Prince’s  Favour. 
PAULINO. 

Our  Mailer  never  would  permit  his  Sons 
To  launch  for  Fortune  in  th’  uncertain  World, 

But  warns  ’em  to  avoid  both  Courts,  and  Camps, 

Where  dilatory  Fortune  plays  the  Jilt 

With  the  brave,  noble,  honell,  gallant  Man, 

To  throw  herfelf  away  .on  Fools  and  Knaves. 

ERNESTO. 

They  both  have  forward,  gen’rous,  a£live  Spirits : 
*Tis  daily  their  Petition  to  their  Father, 

Tc  fend  them  forth  where  Glory’s  to  be  gotten  ; 


r4  The  Orphan. 

They  cry  they’re  weary  of  their  lazy  Home, 

Reftlefs  to  do  fomething  that  Fame  may  talk  of. 

To-day  they  chas’d  the  Boar,  and  near  this  time 
Should  be  return’d. 

PA  UL  I  NO. 

Oh  that’s  a  Royal  Sport ! 

We  yet  may  fee  the  old  Man  in  a  Morning, 

Lufty  as  Health  come  ruddy  to  the  Field, 

And  there  purfue  the  Chace,  as  if  he  meant  ;  , 

To  o’ertake  Time,  and  bring  back  Youth  again.  [ Exeunt • 

Enter  Castalio,  Polydore,  and  Page . 

CASTALIO. 

Polydore!  our  Sport 

Has  been  To-day  much  better  for  the  Danger  ; 

When  on  the  Brink  the  foaming  Boar  I  met ; 

And  in  his  Side  thought  to  have  lodg’d  my  Spear, 

The  defperate  Savage  rulh’d  within  my  Force, 

And  bore  me  headlong  with  him  down  the  Rock. 

POLYDORE. 

But  then - — 

CASTALIO. 

Ay  then,  my  Brother,  my  Friend  Polydore, 

Like  Perfeus  mounted  on  his  winged  Steed, 

Came  on,  and  down  the  dang’rous  Precipice  leapt 
To  fave  Cajlalio.  ’Twas  a  God-like  Aft. 

POLYDORE. 

But  when  I  came,  I  found  you  Conqueror. 

Oh  my  Heart  danc’d  to  fee  your  Danger  paft  1 
The  Heat  and  Fury  of  the  Chace  was  cold. 

And  I  had  nothing  in  my  Mind  but  Joy. 

CASTAL  10. 

So,  Polydore ,  methinks  we  might  in  War 
Rulh  on  together  ;  thou  fhouldlt  be  my  Guard, 

And  I  be  thine ;  what  is’t  could  hurt  us  then  ? 

Now  half  the  Youth  of  Europe  are  iiv  Arms, 

How  fuli’ome  mud  it  be  to  flay  behind. 


And 
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And  die  of  rank  Difeafes  here  at  home  ? 

POLYDORE. 

No,  let  me  purchafe  in  my  Youth  Renown, 

To  make  me  lov’d  and  valu’d  when  I’m  old  ; 

I  would  be  bufy  in  the  World,  and  learn, 

Not  like  a  coarfe  and  ufelefs  Dunghill  Weed, 

Fixt  to  one  Spot,  and  rot  juft  as  I  grow. 

CAST  ALIO. 

Our  Father 

Has  ta’en  himfelf  a  Surfeit  of  the  World, 

And  cries  it  is  not  fafe  that  we  fhould  tafte  it ; 

I  own  I  have  Duty  very  powerful  in  me ; 

And  tho’  I’d  hazard  all  to  raife  my  Name, 

Yet  he’s  fo  tender,  and  fo  good  a  Father, 

I  could  not  do  a  Thing  to  crofs  his  Will. 

POLYDORE. 

Cajlalio ,  I  have  Doubts  within  my  Heart, 

Which  you  and  only  you,  can  fatisfy  : 

Will  you  be  free  and  candid  to  your  Friend  ? 

CASTALIO. 

Have  I  a  Thought  m y^Pclydore  Ihould  not  know  ? 
What  can  this  mean  ? 

POLYDORE. 

Nay,  I’ll  conjure  you  too. 

By  all  the  fcrifteft  Bonds  of  faithful  Friendfhip, 

To  Ihew  your  Heart  as  naked  in  this  Point 
As  you  would  purge  you  of  your  Sins  to  Heav’n. 
CASTALIO. 

I  will. 

POLYDORE. 

And  Ihould  I  chance  to  touch  it  nearly,  bear  it 
With  all  the  SulF’rance  of  a  tender  Friend. 

CASTALIO. 

As  calmly  as  the  wounded  Patient  bears 
The  Artift’s  Hand,  that  minifters  his  Cure. 

POLYDORE. 

That’s  kindly  faid.  You  know  our  Father’s  Ward 
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The  fair  Monimia ;  is  your  Heart  at  Peace  ? 

Is  it  fo  guarded  that  you  could  not  love  her  ? 

C  A  ST  ALIO. 

Suppofe  I  fhould  t 

P  0  LY  D  0  R  E. 

Suppofe  you  fhould  net.  Brother. 
CASTAL 10 . 

You’d  fay,  I  muft  not. 

POLYDORE.. 

That  would  found  too  roughly 
’Twixt  Friends  and  Brothers,  as  we  two  are. 

CAST  ALIO. 

Is  Love  a  Fault  ? 

POLYDORE. 

In  one  of  us  it  may  be  : 

What  if  I  love  her  ? 

C  A  STAL  10. 

Then  I  maft  inform  you 
I  lov’d  her  Srft,  and  cannot  quit  the  Claim, 

But  will  preferve  the  Birth-right  of  my  Paffiom 
POLYDORE. 

You  will. 

CAST  ALIO. 

I  will. 

P  OLYDO  R  E. 

No  more,  I’ve  done. 

CASTAL  10. 

Why  not? 

POLYDORE. 

I  told  you  I  had  done  ; 

But  you  Caftaho ,  would  difpute  it. 

CASTALIO. 

No: 

Not  with  my  Poly  dure  ;  though  I  muft  own- 
My  Nature  obftinate  and  void  of  SufF’rance. 

Love  reigns  a  very  Tyrant  in  mv  Heart, 

Attended  on  his  Throne  by  all  his  Guards 
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Of  furious  Wifhes,  Fears  and  nice  Sufpicions. 

I  could  not  bear  a  Rival  in  my  Friendlhip, 

I  am  fo  much  in  love  and  fond  of  thee. 

P  0  LT  D  O  R  E. 

Yet  you  will  break  this  Friendfhip  ! 

CASTALIO. 

Not  for  Crowns. 
POLTDORE. 

But  for  a  Toy  you  would,  a  Woman’s  Toy, 

Unjuft  C  aft  alio. 

CAST  ALIO. 

Pr’ythee,  where’s  my  Fault? 
POLTDORE. 

You  love  Monimia. 

C  A  S  TA  L  I  O. 

Yes. 

POLTDORE. 

And  you  would  kill  me. 

If  I’m  your  Rival. 

CASTALIO. 

No,  fure  we’re  fuch  Friends, 

So  much  one  Man,  that  our  Affedtions  too 
Muft  be  united,  and  the  fame  as  we  are. 

POLTDORE . 

I  dote  upon  Monimia. 

CASTALIO. 

Love  her  ftill ; 

Win,  and  enjoy  her. 

POLTDORE. 

Both  of  us  cannot. 

CASTALIO. 

No  matter 

Whofe  Chance  it  proves,  but  let’s  not  quarrel  for’t. 
POLTDORE. 

You  would  not  wed  Monimia ,  would  you  ? 
CASTALIO. 

Wed  her ! 


Not 
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■No !  were  fne  all  Defire  could  wiih,  as  fair 
As  would  the  vaineft  of  her  Sex  be  thought. 

With  Wealth  beyond  what  Woman’s  Pride  could  wafte> 
She  /hould  not  cheat  me  of  my  Freedom.  Marry  ! 
When  I  am  old  and  weary  of  the  World, 

1  may  grow  defperate, 

And  take  a  Wife  to  mortify  withal. 

P  0  LTD  ORE. 

It  is  an  elder  Brother’s  Duty  fo 
To  propagate  his  Family  and  Name  : 

You  would  not  have  yours  die  and  buried  with  you  ? 

CAST  ALIO. 

Mere  Vanity,  and  filly  Dotage  all ; 

No,  let  me  live  at  large,  and  when  I  die — — 

POLTDORE. 

Who  {hall  poffefs  th’  Eftate  you  leave  ? 

C  AST  ALIO. 

My  Friend, 

If  he  furvives  me ;  if  not,  my  King, 

Who  may  beftow’t  again  on  fome  brave  Man, 

Whofe  Honefty  and  Services  deferve  one. 

P  OL  TDORE. 

*Tis  kindly  offer’d. 

C  AST  ALIO. 

By  yon  Heav’n,  I  love 
My  Polydore  beyond  all  worldly  Joys, 

And  would  not  {hock  his  Quiet,  to  be  blell 
With  greater  Happinefs  than  Man  e’er  tailed. 

POLTDORE. 

And  by  that  Heav’n  eternally  I  fwear, 

To  keep  the  kind  Cajialia  in  my  Heart. 

Whofe  {hall  Monimia  be  ? 

CAST  ALIO. 

No  matter  whofe, 

POLTDORE. 

Were  you  not  with  her  privately  laft  Night  ? 
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CAST  A  L  I  0. 

I  was,  and  Ihould  have  met  her  here  again  j 
But  th’  Opportunity  fhall  now  be  thine; 

Myfelf  will  bring  thee  to  the  Scene  of  Love  ; 

But  have  a  Care,  by  Friendlhip  I  conjure  thee. 

That  no  falfe  Play  be  offer’d  to  thy  Brother. 

Urge  all  thy  Pow’rs  to  make  thy  Pafiion  profper, 

But  wrong  not  mine. 

POLTDORE. 

Heav’n  blalt  me  if  1  do. 

CAST  ALIO. 

If’t  prove  thy  Fortune,  Polydore,  to  conquer, 

(For  thou  haft  all  the  Arts  of  foft  Perfuafion!) 

Truft  me,  and  let  me  know  thy  Love’s  Succefs, 

That  I  may  ever  after  ftifle  mine. 

POLTDORE. 

Though  Ihe  be  dearer  to  my  Soul,  than  Reft: 

To  weary  Pilgrims,  or  to  Mifers  Gold, 

To  great  Men  Pow’r,  or  wealthy  Cities  Pride, 

Rather  than  wrong  Cajlalio,  I’d  forget  her. 

For  if  ye  Pow’rs  have  Happinefs  in  Store, 

When  ye  wou’d  fhow’r  down  Joys  on  Poly  dare. 

In  one  great  Blefling  all  your  Bounty  fend, 

That  I  may  never  lofe  fo  dear  a  Friend. 

[Exeunt  Caft.  Pol.  Manet  Page . 

Enter  Monimia. 

MONIMIA. 

So  foon  return’d  from  Hunting  ?  This  fair  Day 
Seems  as  if  fent  t’  invite  the  World  abroad. 

Pafs’d  not  Cajlalio  and  Polydore  this  Way  ? 

PAGE. 

Madam,  juft  now, 

MONIMIA. 

Sure  fome  ill  Fate’s  upon  me. 
Diftruft  and  Heavinefs  fit  round  my  Heart, 

And  Apprehenfion  Blocks  my  timorous  Soul. 
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'Why  was  I  not  laid  in  my  peaceful  Grave 
With  my  poor  Parents !  and  at  Reft  as  they  are? 
Inftead  of  that  Pm  wand’ring  into  Cares. 

C  aft  alio  !  O  Caftalio  !  Thou  haft  caught 
My  foolilh  Heart;  and  like  a  tender  Child, 

That  trufts  his  Play-thing  to  another  Hand, 

I  fear  its  Harm,  and  fain  would  have  it  back. 
Come  near,  Cordelio,  I  muft  chide  you,  Sir. 

PAGE. 

Why,  Madam,  have  1  done  you  any  Wrong  ? 
MO  N I  MI  A. 

I  never  fee  you  now  ;  you  have  been  kinder  ; 
Sate  by  my  Bed,  and  fung  me  pretty  Songs : 
PerhapsTve  been  ungrateful :  here’s  Money  for  you 
Will  you  oblige  me?  Shall  I  fee  you  oftner  ? 

PAGE . 

Madam,  I’d  ferve  you  with  my  Soul ; 

But  in  the  Morning  when  you  call  me  to  you. 

As  by  your  Bed  I  (land  and  tell  you  Stories, 

I  am  alham’d  to  fee  your  fwelling  Breafts, 

It  makes  me  blufn,  they  are  fo  very  white. 

MONIMIA. 

Oh  Men  for  Flattery  and  Deceit  renown’d  ! 

Thus  when  y’are  young  ye  learn  it  all  like  him, 
’Till  as  your  Years  increafe,  that  ftrengthens  too, 
T’  undo  poor  Maids,  and  make  our  Ruin  eafy. 

Tell  me,  Cordelio,  for  thou  oft  haft  heard 
Their  friendly  Converfe,  and  their  Bofom  Secrets, 
Sometimes  at  leaft,  have  they  not  talk’d  of  me? 
PAGE. 

Oh  Madam  !  Very  wickedly  they  have  talk’d ! 
But  I’m  afraid  to  name  it,  for  they  fay 
Boys  muft  be  whipp’d  that  tell  their  Mafter’s  Secrets. 
MONIMIA. 

Fear  not,  Cordelio!  It  fhall  ne’er  be  known; 

For  I’ll  preferve  the  Secret  as  ’twere  mine. 

Polydore  cannot  be  fo  kind  as  I. 
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I’ll  furniih  thee  for  all  thy  harmlefs  Sports 
With  pretty  Toys,  and  thou  fhalt  be  ray  Page. 
PAGE. 

And  truly.  Madam,  I  had  rather  be  fo. 
Methinks  you  love  me  better  than  my  Lord, 

For  he  was  never  half  fo  kind  as  you  are. 

What  mull  I  do  ? 

MON  1MI  A. 

Inform  me  how  thou  haft  heard 
Ca/lalioy  and  his  Brother,  ufe  my  Name. 

PAGE. 

With  all  the  Tendernefs  of  Love, 

You  were  the  Subjeft  of  their  laft  Difcourfe. 

At  firft  I  thought  it  would  have  fatal  prov’d; 

But  as  the  one  grew  hot  the  other  cool’d. 

And  yielded  to  the  Frailty  of  his  Friend  ; 

At  laft,  after  much  ftruggling,  ’twas  refolv’d— - 

MON  I M I  A. 

Y/hat,  good  Cordelia? 

PAGE. 

Not  to  quarrel  for  you. 
MON  I  MI  A.  „ 

I  would  not  have  ’em,  by  my  deareft  Hopes, 

I  would  not  be  the  Argument  of  Strife. 

But  furely  my  Cajialio  won’t  forfake  me. 

And  make  a  Mockery  of  my  eafy  Love. 

Went  they  together  ? 

PAGE. 

Yes,  tofeekyou,  Madam. 
Cajialio  promis’d  Polydore  to  bring  him 
Y^here  he  alone  might  meet  you, 

And  fairly  try  the  Fortune  of  his  Wifhes. 

MON  I  MI  A. 

Am  I  then  grown  fo  cheap,  juft  to  be  made 
A  common  Stake,  a  Prize  for  Love  in  Jeft  ? 

Was  not  Cajialio  very  loth  to  yield  it, 

Or  was  it  Polydore' s  unruly  Paffion, 

That  heightened  the  Debate. 
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PAGE. 

The  Fault  was  Poly  dor e'  s» 
Cajlalio  play’d  with  Love,  and  fmiling  Ihew’d 
The  Pleafure,  not  the  Pangs  of  his  Defire. 

He  faid  no  Woman’s  Smiles  Ihould  buy  his  Freedom  j 
And  Marriage  is  a  mortifying  Thing. 

MONIM1A. 

Then  I  am  ruin’d,  if  Cajlalio' 5  falfe, 

Where  is  there  Faith  and  Honour  to  be  found  ? 

Ye  Gods,  that  guard  the  Innocent,  and  guide 
The  Weak ;  protect,  and  take  me  to  your  Care. 

Oh  but  I  love  him :  There’s  the  Rock  will  wreck  me ! 
Why  was  I  made  with  all  my  Sex’s  Softnefs, 

Yet  want  the  Cunning  to  conceal  its  Follies  ? 

I’ll  fee  Cajlalio ,  tax  him  with  his  Falfhoods, 

Be  a  true  Woman,  rail,  proteft  my  Wrongs ; 

Refolve  to  hate  him,  and  yet  love  him  Hill. 

Enter  Castalio  and  Polydore. 

He  comes,  the  Conqueror  comes !  lie  ftill,  my  Heart, 
And  learn  to  bear  thy  Injuries  with  Scorn. 

CASTALIO. 

Madam,  my  Brother  begs  he  may  have  Leave 
To  tell  you  fomething  that  concerns  you  nearly ; 

I  leave  you  as  becomes  me,  and  withdraw. 

MONIMIA. 

My  Lord  Cajlalio  ! 

CASTALIO. 

Madam  ! 

MONIMIA. 

Have  you  purpos’d 

To  abufe  me  palpably  ?  What  means  this  Ufage  ? 
Why  am  I  left  with  Polydore  alone  ? 

CASTALIO. 

He  beft  can  tell  you.  Bufinefs  of  Importance 
Calls  me  away,  I  mull  attend  my  Father. 
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MON  I  MI  A. 

Will  you  then  leave  me  thus  ? 

CAST  ALIO. 

But  for  a  Moment. 
MONIMIA. 

It  has  been  otherwife;  the  Time  has  been. 

When  Bufinefs  might  have  flay’d,  and  I  been  heard. 
CAST  ALIO. 

I  could  for  ever  hear  thee ;  but  this  Time 
Matters  of  fuch  odd  Circumftances j>refs  me. 

That  I  muft  go -  rE^f 

MONIMIA. 

Then  go,  and  if ’t  be  poflible  for  ever. 

Well,  my  Lord  Polydore,  I  guefs  your  Bufinefs, 

And  read  th’  ill-natur’d  Purpofe  in  your  Eyes. 

POLYDORE. 

If  to  defire  you  more  than  Mifer’s  Wealth, 

Or  dying  Men  an  Hour  of  added  Life, 

If  fofteft  Wilhes,  and  a  Heart  more  true. 

Than  ever  fuffer’d  yet  for  Love  difdain’d. 

Speak  an  ill  Nature,  you  accufe  me  juftly. 

MONIMIA. 

Talk  not  of  Love,  my  Lord,  I  muft  not  hear  it. 
POLYDORE. 

Who  can  behold  fuch  Beauty,  and  be  filent? 

Defire  firft  taught  us  Words :  Man,  when  created. 

At  firft  alone  long  wander’d  up  and  down. 

Forlorn,  and  filent  as  his  Vaflal  Beafts  j 
But  when  a  Heav’n-born  Maid,  like  you,  appear’d, 
Strange  Pleafures  fill’d  his  Eyes,  and  fir’d  his  Heart, 
Unloos’d  his  Tongue,  and  his  firft  Talk  was  Lore. 
MONIMIA. 

The  firft  created  Pair,  indeed,  were  bleft ; 

They  were  the  only  Obje&s  of  each  other, 

Therefore  he  courted  her ;  and  her  alone : 

But  in  this  peopled  World  of  Beauty,  where 
There’s  roving  Room,  where  you  may  court,  and  ruin 
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A  thoufand  more,  why  need  you  talk  to  me  ? 

P  0  LTD  ORE. 

Oh  !  I  could  talk  to  thee  for  ever  :  Thus 
Eternally  admiring,  fix  and  gaze 
On  thofe  dear  Eyes,  for  every  Glance  they  fend 
Darts  through  my  Soul,  and  almoft  gives  Enjoyment. 
MON  I  Ml  A. 

How  can  you  labour  thus  for  my  Undoing  ? 

I  muft  confefs,  indeed,  I  owe  you  more 
Than  ever  I  can  hope  or  think  to  pay. 

There  always  was  a  Friendlhip  ’twixt  our  Families ; 
And  therefore  when  my  tender  Parents  dy’d, 

Whofe  ruin’d  Fortunes  too  expir’d  with  them. 

Your  Father’s  Pity,  and  his  Bounty,  took  me, 

A  poor  and  helplefs  Orphan  to  his  Care. 

POLTDORE. 

’TwasHeav’n  ordain’d  it  fo,  to  make  me  happy. 
Hence  with  this  peevifh  Virtue,  * tis  a  Cheat, 

And  thofe  who  taught  it  firft  were  Hypocrites. 

Come,  thefe  foft  tender  Limbs  were  made  for  yielding. 

MON  I  MI  A. 

Here,  on  my  Knees,  by  Heav’n’s  bleft  Pow’r  I  fwear, 

[Kneels. 

If  you  perfift,  I  ne’er  henceforth  will  fee  you, 

But  rather  wander  through  the  World  a  Beggar, 

And  live  on  fordid  Scraps  at  proud  Mens  Doors  ; 

For  though  to  Fortune  loft.  I’ll  ftill  inherit 
My  Mother’s  Virtues,  and  my  Father’s  Honour. 
POLTDORE. 

Intolerable  Vanity  !  your  Sex 
Was  never  in  the  right!  y’are  always  falfe, 

Or  filly  ;  ev’n  your  Drefi'es  are  not  more 
Fantaftick  than  your  Appetites :  You  think 
Of  nothing  twice  :  Opinion  you  have  none. 

To-day  y’are  nice,  To-morrow  not  fo  free  ; 

Now  fmile,  then  frown ;  now  forrowful,  then  glad ; 
Now  pleas’d,  now  not  j  and  all  you  know  not  why  ! 

Virtue 
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Virtue  you  affe£t,  Tnconftancy’s  your  Pradtice, 

And  when  your  loofe  Deiires  once  get  Dominion, 

No  hungry  Churl  feeds  coarfer  at  a  Feaft; 

Ev’ry  rank  Fool  goes  down - - 

MONIMIJ. 

Indeed,  my  Lord, 

I  own  my  Sex’s  Follies;  have  ’em  all, 

And  to  avoid  its  Fault,  muft  fly  from  you  : 

Therefore  believe  me,  could  you  raife  me  high 
As  moil  fantadic  Woman’s  Wilh  could  reach. 

And  lay  all  Nature’s  Riches  at  my  Feet; 

I’d  rather  run  a  Savage  in  the  W'oods 
Amongfl  brute  Beads,  grow  wrinkled  and  deform’d. 

As  Wildnefs  and  mod  rude  Neglect  could  make  me. 

So  I  might  dill  enjoy  my  Honour  fafe 
From  the  dedroying  Wiles  of  faithlefs  Men.—  [Exit. 
POLY  DO  RE. 

Who’d  be  that  fordid  foolifh  thing  call’d  Mar, 

To  cringe  thus,  fawn,  and  flatter  for  aPleafure, 

Which  Beads  enjoy  fo  very  much  above  him  ?- 
The  lufly  Bull  ranges  through  all  the  Field, 

And  from  the  Herd  Angling  his  Female  out. 

Enjoys  her,  and  abandons  her  at  Will. 

It  fhall  be  fo.  I’ll  yet  pofl’efs  my  Love, 

Wait  on,  and  watch  her  loofe  unguarded  Hours  : 

Then  when  her  roving  Thoughts  have  been  abroad. 

And  brought  in  wanton  Wilhes  to  her  Heart ; 

I’th’  very  Minute  when  her  Virtue  nods. 

I’ll  rufli  upon  her  in  a  Storm  of  Love, 

Beat  down  her  Guard  of  Honour  all  before  me. 

Surfeit  on  Joys,  till  even  Defire  grow  Ack  ; 

Then  by  long  Abfence  Liberty  regain, 

And  quite  forget  the  Pleafure  and  the  Pain. 

Ex.  Pol.  and  Page, 
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A  C  T  II.  SCENE  1. 


Enter  Acasto,  Castalio,  Polydore,  Attendants. 
AC  AST  0. 

TO-day  has  been  a  Day  of  glorious  Sport. 

When  you,  Cajlalio,  and  your  Brother  left  me. 
Forth  from  the  Thickets  rufh’d  another  Boar, 

So  large,  he  feem’d  the  Tyrant  of  the  Woods, 

With  all  his  dreadful  Bridles  rais’d  up  high, 

They  feem’d  a  Grove  of  Spears  upon  his  Back; 
Foaming  he  came  at  me,  where  I  was  polled, 

Bed  to  obferve  which  Way  he’d  lead  the  Chace, 
Whetting  his  huge  long  Tulks,  and  gaping  wide. 

As  if  he  already  had  me  for  his  Prey  ; 

’Till  brandilhing  my  well-pois’d  Javelin  high. 

With  this  cold  executing  Arm,  I  ftruck 
The  ugly  brindled  Monfler  to  the  Heart. 

CASTALIO. 

The  Aftions  of  your  Life  were  always  wond’rous. 
ACASTO. 

No  Flatt’ry,  Boy !  an  honed  Man  can’t  live  by’t. 

It  is  a  little  Breaking  Art,  which  Knaves 
Ufe  to  cajole  and  foften  Fools  withal ; 

If  thou  had  Flatt’ry  in  thy  Nature,  out  with’t. 

Or  fend  it  to  a  Court,  for  there  ’twill  thrive. 

P  O  LTD  O  RE. 

Why  there  ? 

ACASTO. 

’Tis,  next  to  Money,  current  there; 

To  be  feen  daily  in  as  many  Forms 
As  there  are  forts  of  Vanities,  and  Men  ; 

The  fuperllitious  Statefman  has  his  Sneer 
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To  fmooth  a  poor  Man  off  with,  that  can’t  bribe  him ; 
The  grave  dull  Fellow  of  fmall  Bufinefs  fooths 
The  Humorifl:,  and  will  needs  admire  his  Wit: 

Who  without  Spleen  could  fee  a  hot-brain’d  Atheift 
Thanking  a  furly  Dodlor  for  his  Sermon, 

Or  a  grave  Counfellor  meet  a  fmooth  young  Lord, 
Squeeze  him  by  the  Hand,  and  praife  his  good  Com¬ 
plexion  i 

POLTDORE. 

Courts  are  the  Places  where  bell  Manners  flourilh; 
Where  the  Deferving  ought  to  rife,  and  Fools 
Make  Ihow.  Why  flrould  I  vex  and  chafe  my  Spleen, 

To  fee  a  gaudy  Coxcomb  fnine,  when  I 
Have  feen  enough  to  footh  him  in  his  Follies, 

And  ride  him  to  Advantage  as  I  pleafe  ? 

ACASTO. 

Who  merit,  ought  indeed  to  rife  i’th’ World, 

But  no  wife  Man  that’s  honelt  fhould  expedt  it. 

What  Man  of  Senfe  would  rack  his  generous  Mind, 

To  pradlife  all  the  bafe  Formalities 

And  Forms  of  Bufinefs,  force  a  grave  flarch’d  Face, 

When  he’s  a  very  Libertine  in’s  Heart  ? 

Seem  not  to  know  this  or  that  Man  in  public. 

When  privately  perhaps  they  meet  together. 

And  lay  the  Scene  of  fome  brave  Fellow’s  Ruin. 

Such  things  are  done - 

C  AST  ALIO. 

Your  Lordlhip’s  Wrongs  have  been 
So  great,  that  you  with  Jultice  may  complain  j 
But  fuffer  us,  whofe  younger  Minds  ne’er  felt 
Fortune’s  Deceits,  to  court  her  as  lhe’s  fair : 

Were  Ihe  a  common  Millrefs,  kind  to  all, 

Her  Worth  would  ceafe,  and  half  the  World  grow  idle. 
ACASTO. 

Go  to,  you’re  Fools,  and  know  me  not ;  I’ve  learnt 
Long  fince  to  bear  Revenge,  or  fcorn  my  Wrongs, 
According  to  the  Value  of  the  Doer. 

You  both  would  fain  be  great,  and  to  that  End 
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Defire  to  do  things  worthy  your  Ambition. 

Go  to  the  Camp,  Preferment’s  nobleft  Mart, 

Where  Honour  ought  to  have  the  faireftplay,  you’ll  find— 
Corruption,  Envy,  Difcontent,  and  Fadtion, 

Almoft  in  every  Band  :  How  many  Men 
Have  fpent  their  Blood  in  their  dear  Country’s  Service, 
Yet  now  pine  under  Want,  while  felfilh  Slaves,  [on. 
That  ev’n  would  cut  their  Throats,  whom  now  they  fawn 
Like  deadly  Locufts  eat  the  Honey  up. 

Which  tnofe  induftricus  Bees  fo  hardly  toil’d  for  ? 

CAST  ALIO. 

Thefe  Precepts  fuit  not  with  my  adtive  Mind, 
Methinks  I  would  be  bufy. 

P  O  LTD  O  RE. 

So  would  J, 

Not  loiter  out  my  Life  at  Home,  and  know 
No  farther  than  one  Profpedt  gives  me  leave. 

AC  AST  O. 

Bufy  your  Minds  then,  ftudy  Arts  and  Men  : 

Learn  how  to  value  Merit  though  in  Rags, 

And  fcorn  a  proud  ill-manner’d  Knave  in  Office. 

Enter  Serins,  M  o  n  i  m  i  a  and  Maid. 

S  ER  I  N  A. 

My  Lord,  my  Father  ! 

AC  AST  O. 

Bleffings  on  my  Child, 

Mv  little  Cherub,  what  haft  thou  to  alk  me  ? 

SERIN  A. 

I  bring  you.  Sir,  moft  glad  and  welcome  News : 

The  young  Clamant ,  whom  you’ve  fo  often  wilh’d  for, 

Is  juft  arriv’d  and  entring. 

ACASTO. 

By  my  Soul 

And  all  my  Honours,  he’s  moft  dearly  welcome; 

Let  me  receive  him  like  his  Father’s  Friend. 
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Enter  Chamokt. 

Welcome,  thou  Relift  of  the  befl-lov’d  Man, 

Welcome  from  all  the  Turmoils,  and  the  Hazards 
Of  certain  Danger,  and  uncertain  Fortune; 

Welcome  as  happy  Tidings  after  Fears. 

C II  AMO  NT. 

Words  would  but  wrong  the  Gratitude  I  owe  yeut 
Should  I  begin  to  fpeak,  my  Soul’s  fo  full. 

That  I  Ihould  talk  of  nothing  elfe  all  Day. 

MO  N I  MI  A. 

My  Brother  1 

C  HA  MO  NT. 

Oh  my  Siller!  let  me  hold  thee 
Long  in  my  Arms.  I’ve  not  beheld  thy  Face 
Thefe  many  Days;  by  Night  I’ve  often  feen  thee 
In  gentle  Dreams,  and  fatisfy’d  my  Soul 
With  fancy’d  Joys,  ’till  Morning  Cares  avvak’d  me. 
Another  Siller !  fure  it  mull  be  fo  ; 

Though,  I  remember  well,  I  had  but  one r 
But  I  feel  fomething  in  my'  Heart  that  prompts 
And  tells  me  lhe  has  Claim  and  Interell  there. 

JTCASTO. 

Young  Soldier,  you’ve  not  only  lludy’d  War, 
Courtlhip,  I  fee,  has  been  your  Praftice  too, 

And  may  not  prove  unwelcome  to  my  Daughter. 

CHAMONT. 

Is  lhe  your  Daughter?  then  my  Heart  told  true  ! 

And  I’m  at  lealt  her  Brother  by  Adoption: 

For  you  have  made  yourfelf  to  me  a  Father, 

And  by  that  Patent  I  have  leave  to  love  her. 

S  E  R  I  N  A. 

Monimia,  thou  hall  told  me  Men  are  falfe. 

Will  flatter,  feign,  and  make  an  Art  of  Love 
Is  Chamont  fo  ?  No,  fure  he’s  more  than  Man, 
Something  that’s  near  Divine,  and  Truth  dwells  in  him. 
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ACASTO. 

Tims  happy,  who  would  envy  pompous  Pow’r, 

The  Luxury  of  Courts,  or' Wealth  of  Cities!1 
Let  there  be  Joy  through  all  the  Houfe  this  Day  ! 

In  every  Room  let  Plenty  flow  at  large, 

It  is  the  Birth-day  of  my  Royal  Mailer. 

You  have  not  vifited  the  Court,  Chamont, 

Since  ycur  Return  ? 

C  II AMO  NT. 

I  have  no  Buflnefs  there, 

I  have  not  flavifli  Temperance  enough 
T’aftend  a  Favourite’s  Heels,  and  watch  his  Smiles ; 

Bear  an  ill  Office  done  me  to  my  Face, 

And  thank  the  Lord  that  wrong’d  me  for  his  Favour. 
ACASTO . 

This  you  could  do.  [To  hh  Sons. 

CASTALIO. 

I’d  ferve  my  Prince. 

ACASTO . 

Who’d  ferve  him  i 
CASTALIO . 

I  would,  my  Lord. 

POLTDORE. 

And  I ;  both  would. 

ACASTO. 

Away. 

He  needs  not  any  Servants  fuch  as  you  ! 

Serye  him !  he  merits  more  than  Man  can  do  1 
He  is  fo  good,  Praife  cannot  fpeak  his  Worth  : 

So  merciful,  fure  he  ne’er  flept  in  Wrath  j 
So  juft,  that  were  he  but  a  private  Man, 

He  could  not  do  a  Wrong.  How  would  you  ferve  him  ? 
CASTAL  10. 

I’d  ferve  him  with  my  Fortune  here  at  home, 

And  ferve  him  with  my  Perfon  in  his  Wars, 

Watch  for  him,  fight  for  him,  bleed  for  him. 
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Die  for  him, 

As  every  true-born  loyal  Subject  ought. 

ACASTO. 

Let  me  embrace  you'  both.  Now  by  the  SoulV 
Of  my  brave  Anceftors,  I’m  truly  happy ; 

For  this  be  ever  blefl  my  Marriage-day, 

Bleft  be  your  Mother’s  Memory  that  bore  you, 

And  double  bleft  be  thataufpious  Hour 
That  gave  ye  Birth.  Yes,  my  afpiring  Boys, 

Ye  fhall'  have  Bufinefs ;  when  your  Mafter  wants  your 
You  cannot  ferve  a  nobler;  I  have  ferv’d  him; 

In  this  old  Body  yet  the  Marks  remain 

Of  many  Wounds.  I’ve  with  this  Tongue  proclaim’d 

His  Right,  ev’n  in  the  Face  of  rank  Rebellion; 

And  when  a  foul-mouth’d  Traitor  once  prophan’d 
His  facred  Name,  with  my  good  Sabre  drawn,. 

Ev’n  at  the  Head  of  all  his  giddy  Rout, 

I  rufh’d,  and  clove  the  Rebel  to  the  Chine. 

Enter  Servant. 

SR  R  FA  NT. 

My  Lord,  th’  expected  Guefts  are  juft  arriv’d. 
ACASTO. 

Go  you;  and  give  ’em  Welcome  and  Reception. 

C HAM O  NT. 

My  Lord,  I  ftand  in  need  of  your  Afliftance 
In  fomething  that  concerns  my  Peace  and  Honour. 
ACASTO. 

Spoke  like  the  Son  of  that  brave  Man  I  lov’d : 

So  freely  friendly  we  convers’d  together. 

Whate’er  it  be  with  Confidence  impart  it. 

Thou  lhalt  command  my  Fortune  and  my  Sword. 

C  H  AMO  NT. 

I  dare  not  doubt  your  Friendfhip  nor  your  Juftice. 
Your  Bounty  ftiewn  to  what  I  hold  moll  dear. 

My  Orphan  Sifter,  muft  not  be  forgotten  ! 
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JCJSTO. 

Pr’ythee,  no  more  of  that;  it  grates  my  Nature, 

CHJMONT. 

V/henour  dear  Parents  dy’d,  they  dy’d  together, 

One  Fate  furpriz’d  ’em,  and  one  Grave  receiv’d  ’em  : 
''My  Father  with  his  dying  Breath  bequeath’d 
Her  to  my  Love :  My  Mother,  as  (he  lay 
Languifhing  by  him,  call’d  me  to  her  Side, 

Took  me  in  her  fainting  Arms,  wept  and  embrac’d  me, 
Then  prefs’dme  clofe,  and  as  fhe  obferv’d  my  Tears, 
HiR  them  away ;  faid  (he,  Chamont,  my  Son, 

By  this,  and  all  the  Love  I  ever  fnew’d  thee, 

Be  careful  of  Motiimia,  watch  her  Youth, 

I^et  not  her  Wants  betray  her  toDilhonour ; 

Perhaps  kind Heav’n  may raife  fome Friend.  Then  figh’d, 
Kill  me  again ;  fo  blelt  us  and  expir’d. 

Pardon  my  Grief. 

JCJSTO. 

It  fpeaks  an  honeft  Nature. 

C  H  J MO  NT. 

The  Friend  Heav’n  rais’d  was  you,  you  took  her  up 
An  Infant,  to  the  defert  World  expos’d. 

And  prov’d  another  Parent. 

JCJSTO. 

I’ve  not  wrong’d  her. 

CHJMONT. 

Far  be  it  from  myFears. 

JCJSTO. 

Then  why  this  Argument  ? 

CHJMONT. 

My  Lord,  my  Nature's  jealous,  and  you’ll  bear  it. 

JCJSTO. 

Go  on. 

CHJMONT. 

Great  Spirits  bear  Misfortunes  hardly: 

Good  Offices  claim  Gratitude;  and  Pride, 

Where  Pow’r  is  wanting,  will  ufurp  a  little, 
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And  make  us  (rather  than  be  thought  behind-hand) 

Pay  over-price. 

ACASTO. 

I  cannot  guefs  your  Drift ; 

Diftruft  you  me  ? 

CH AMO  NT. 

No,  but  I  fear  her  Weaknefs 
May  make  her  pay  a  Debt  at  any  rate ; 

And  to  deal  freely  with  your  Lordlhip’s  Goodnefs,  - 
I’ve  heard  a  Story  lately  much  dillurbs  me. 

ACASTO. 

Then  firft  charge  her ;  and  if  the  Offence  be  found 
Within  my  Reach,  tho’  it  fnould  touch  my  Nature, 

In  my  own  Offspring,  by  the  dear  Remembrance 
Of  thy  brave  Father,  whom  my  Heart  rejoic’d  in, 

I’d  profecute  it  with  fevered  Vengeance.  [Exit,  • 

CHAMONT. 

I  thank  you-  from  my  Soul. 

MONIMIA. 

Alas,  my  Brother ! 

What  have  I  done  ?  and  why  do  you  abufeme  ? 

My  Heart  quakes  in  me ;  in  your  fettled  Face 
And  clouded  Brow  methinks  I  fee  my.  Fate  : 

You  will  not  kill  me ! 

CHAMONT. 

Pr’ythee,  why  doll  talk  fo  ? 

MONIMIA. 

Look  kindly  on  me  then.  I  cannot  bear 
Severity;  it  daunts,  and  does  amaze  me  : 

My  Heart’s  fo  tender,  Ihould  you  charge  me  rough 
I  Ihould  but  weep,  and  anfwer  you  with  fobbing. 

But  ufe  me  gently  like  a  loving  Brother, 

And  fearch  through  all  the  Secrets  of  my  Soul. 

CHAMONT. 

Fear  nothing,  I  will  flrew  myfelf  a  Brother, 

A  tender,  honed,  and  a  loving  Brother. 

Y’ove  not  forgot  our  Father  ? 
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MONIMIA. 

I  fhall  never, 

CHAMO  NT. 

Then  you’ll  remember  too,  he  was  a  Man 
That  liv’d  up  to  the  Standard  of  his  Honour, 

And  priz’d  that  Jewel  more  than  Mines  of  Wealth  : 
He’d  not  have  done  a  lhameful:  thing  but  once, 
Though  keptinDarkiiefs  from  the  World,  and  hidden. 
He  could  not  have  forgiven  it  to  himfelf  > 

This  was  the  only  Portion  that  he  left  us ; 

And  I  more  glory  in  it,  than  if  poflell 
Of  all  that  ever  Fortune  threw  on  Fools. 

Twas  a  large  Trull,  and  mull  be  manag’d  nicely  -r 
Now  if  by  any  Chance,  Monimia,- 
You  have  foil’d  this  Gem,  and  taken  from  its  Value, 
How  will  y’account  with  me  ? 

MONIMIJ. 

I  challenge  Envy, 

Malice,  and  all  the  Practices  of  Hell, 

To  cenfure  all  the  Aftions  of  my  pall 
Unhappy  Life,  and  taint  me  it  they  can  ! 

C  H AMO  NT. 

I’ll  tell  thee  then  y  three  Nights  ago,  as  I 
Lay  mufing  in  my  Bed,  all  Darknefs  round  me, 

A  fudden  Damp  llruck  to  my  Heart,  cold  Sweat 
Dew’d  all  my  Face,  and  Trembling  feiz’d  my  Limbs:- 
My  Bed  fhook  under  me,  the  Curtains  llarted, 

And  to  my  tortur’d  Fancy  there  appear’d 
The  Form  of  Thee,  thus  beauteous  as  thou  art. 

Thy  Garments  flowing  loofe,‘and  in  each  Hand 
A  wanton  Lover,  who  by  Turns  carefs’d  thee 
With  all  the  Freedom  of  unbounded  Pleafure  r 
I  fnatch’d  my  Sword,  and  in  the  very  Moment 
Darted  it  at  the  Fan  tome,  llrait  it  left  me  ; 

Then  rofe  and  call’d  for  Lights,  when,  O  dire  Omen! 
I  found  my  Weapon  had  the  Arras  pierc’d, 

Jull  where  that  famous  Tale  was  interwoven, 
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How  the  unhappy  Theban  flaw  his  Father. 

MONIMIA. 

And  for  this  Caufe  my  Virtue  is  fufpe&ed  ! 

Becaufe  in  Dreams  your  Fancy  has  been  ridden, 

I  mult  be  tortur’d  waking  ! 

CHAMONT. 

Have  a  care ; 

Labour  not  to  be  juftified  too  fall : 

Hear  all,  and  then  let  Juftice  hold  the  Scale. 

What  follow’d  was  the  Riddle  that  confounds  me  : 
Through  a  clofe  Lane,  as  I  purfu’d  my  Journey, 

And  meditated  on  the  lad  Night’s  Vifion, 

I  fpy’d  a  wrinkled  Hag,  with  Age  grown  double. 
Picking  dry  Sticks,  and  mumbling  to  herfelf ; 

Her  Eyes  with  fcalding  Rheum  were  gall’d  and  red ; 
Cold  Palfy  (hook  her  Head,  her  Hands  feem’d  wither’d, 
And  on  her  crooked  Shoulders  had  (he  wrapt 
The  tatter’d  Remnant  of  an  old  ftrip’d  Hanging, 

Which  ferv’d  to  keep  her  Carcafs  from  the  Cold 
So  there  was  nothing  of  a  piece  about  her; 

Her  lower  Weeds  were  all  o’er  coarfely  patch’d 
With  different  colour’d  Rags,  black,  red,  white,  yellow. 
And  feem’d  to  fpeak  Variety  of  Wretchednefs ; 

I  a(k’d  her  of  my  Way,  which  (he  inform’d  me ; 

Then  crav’d  my  Charity,  and  bade  me  haften 
To  fave  a  Sifter  :  At  that  Word  I  darted. 

MONIMIA. 

The  common  Cheat  of  Beggars  every  Day  ! 

They  flock  about  our  Doors,  pretend  to  Gifts 
Of  Prophefy,  and  telling  Fools  their  Fortunes. 

CHAMONT. 

Oh  !  but  (he  told  me  fuch  a  Tale,  Monimia , 

As  in  it  bore  great  Circumftance  of  Truth  j 
C  aft  alio  ^ind  Poly  dore,  my  Sifter. 

MONIMIA. 

Hah  l 
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CHAM 0  NT. 

What,  alter’d  !  does  your  Courage  fail  you  ! 

Now  by  my  Father’s  Soul  the  Witch  was  honeft; 

Anfwer  me,  if  thou  haft  not  loft  to  them 
Thy  Honour  at  a  fordid  Game. 

MON  I  MI  A. 

1  will, 

I  muft,  fo  hardly  my  Misfortune  loads  me. 

That  both  have  offered  me  their  Loves,  moll  true.— — 

C II  AMO  NT. 

And  ’tis  as  true  too,  they  have  both  undone  thee. 

MONIMIA. 

Though  they  both  with  earneft  Vows 
Have  preft  my  Heart,  if  e’er  in  Thought  1  yielded 

To  any  but  Cajlalio - 

CHAMONT. 

But  Cajlalio  ! 

MONIMIA . 

Still  will  you  crofs  the  Line  of  myDifcourfet 
Yes,  1  confefs  that  he  has  won  my  Soul 
By  generous  Love,  and  honourable  Vows : 

Which  he  this  Day  appointed  to  compleat, 

And  make  himfelf  by  holy  Marriage  mine. 

CHAMONT. 

Art  thou  then  fpotlefs  ?  haft  thou  ftill  preferv’d 
Thy  Virtue  white  without  a  Blot  untainted  ? 

MONIMIA. 

When  I’m  unchafte,  may  Heav’n  rejedl  my  Pray’rs ! 

Or  more,  to  make  me  wre  chei,  may  you  know  it  1 

CHAMONT. 

Oh  then,  Monimia ,  art  thou  dearer  to  me 
Than  all  the  Comforts  ever  yet  blell  Man. 

But  let  not  Marriage  bait  thee  to  thy  Ruin. 

Truft  not  a  Man ;  we  are  by  Nature  falfe, 

Diffembling,  fubtle,  cruel  and  inconftant : 

When  a  Man  talks  of  Love,  with  Caution  truft  him  ; 

But  if  he  fwears,  he’ll  certainly  deceive  thee ; 

I  charge 
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I  charge  thee  let  no  more  Cajlalio  Tooth  thee  : 

Avoid  it  as  thou  wouldft  perferve  the  Peace 
Of  a  poor  Brother,  to  whofe  Soul  th’art  precious. 

MON  I  MIA. 

I  will ! 

C  HA  MONT. 

Appear  as  cold,  when  next  you  meet,  as  great  Ones,. 
When  Merit  begs,  then  fhalt  thou  fee  how  loon 
His  Heart  will  cool,  and  all  his  Pains  grow  eafy.  [Exit.- 
MON  I  MIA. 

Yes,  I  will  try  him  ;  torture  him  feverely ; 

For,  oh  Cajlalio  !  thou  too  much  haft  wrong’d  me. 

In  leaving  me  to  Poly  lore's  ill  Ufage. 

He  comes ;  and  now  for  once,  oh  Love  ftand  neuter, 
Whilft  a  hard  Part’s  perform’d  !  for  I  muft  tempt, 
Woundhisfoft  Nature,  tho’my  own  Heart  akes  for’t.  [Ear. 

Enter  Castalio. 

CAST  A  L  10. 

Monimiet,  Monimia! - She’s  gone; 

And  Teem’d  to  part  with  Anger  in  her  Eyes ; 

I  am  a  Fool ;  and  Ihe  has  found  my  Weaknefs ; 

She  ufes  me  already  like  a  Slave 

Faft  bound  in  Chains,  to  be  chaftis’d  at  will  : 

’Twas  net  well  done  to  trifle  with  my  Brother: 

I  might  have  trufted  him  with  all  the  Secret, 

Open’d  my  filly  Heart,  and  fhewn  it  bare. 

But  then  he  loves  her  too ;  but  not  like  me. 

I  ana  a  doting  honeft  Slave,  defign’d 

For  Bondage,  Marriage-bonds,  which  I  have  fworn 

To  wear:  It  is  the  only  thing  I  e’er 

Hid  from  his  Knowledge  ;  and  he’ll  fure  forgive 

The  firft  Tranfgreflion  of  a  wretched  Friend 

Betray’d  to  Love,  and  all  its  little  Follies. 
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Enter  Polydore,  and  Page  at  the  Do$r. 
POLYDORE. 

Here  place  yourfelf,  and  watch  my  Brother  throughly : 
If  he  fhould  chance  to  meet  Monimia ,  make 
Juft  Obfervation  of  each  Word  and  Aftion  ; 

Pafs  not  one  Circumftance  without  Remark  r 

Sir,  ’tis  your  Office,  do’t  and  bring  me  word.  [£v.  Pol. 

Enter  Monimia. 

CAST  ALIO. 

Monimia,  my  Angel,  ’twas  not  kind 
To  leave  me  like  a  Turtle  here  alone. 

To  droop  and  mourn  the  Abfence  of  my  Mate. 

When  thou  art  from  me  every  Place  is  defert. 

And  I,  methinks,  am  favage  and  forlorn  ; 

Thy  Prefence  only  ’tis  can  make  me  bleft, 

Heal  my  unquiet  Mind,  and  tune  my  Soul. 

MONIMIA. 

Oh  the  bewitching  Tongues  of  faithlefs  Men  1 
’Tis  thus  the  falfe  Hyeena  makes  her  Moan, 

To  draw  the  pitying  Traveller  to  her  Den  ; 

Your  S*x  are  fo,  fuch  falfe  Diftemblers  all, 

With  Sighs  and  Plaints  y’entice  poor  Women’s  Hearts, 
And  all  that  pity  you,  are  made  your  Prey. 

CASTALIO. 

What  means  my  Love  ?  Oh,  how  have  I  deferv’d 
This  Language  from  the  Sovereign  of  my  Joys  ! 

Stop,  flop  thofe  Tears,  Monimia ,  for  they  fall 
Like  baneful  Dew  from  a  diftemper’d  Sky  ; 

I  feel  ’em  chill  me  to  the  very  Heart. 

MONIMIA. 

Oh,  you  are  falfe,  Cajialio,  moft  forfworn. 

Attempt  no  farther  to  delude  my  Faith. 

My  Heart  is  fixt,  and  you  fhall  lhake’t  no  more. 

CASTALIO. 

Who  told  you  fo?  what  Hell-bred  Villain  durft 

Prophane 
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Propiane  the  facred  Bufinefs  of  my  Love  ?: 

MO  N 1  MIA. 

Your  Brother,  knowing  on  what  Terms  I’m  here,. 
Th’  unhappy  Objeft  of  your  Father’s  Charity,. 
Licentioufly  difcours’d  to  me  of  Love, 

And  durft  affront  me  with  his  brutal  Paffion. 

CAST  ALIO. 

’Tis  1  have  been  to  blame,  and  only  I, 

Falfe  to  my  Brother  and  unjuft  to  Thee. 

For,  oh  !  he  loves  thee  too,  and  this  Day  own’d  it,- 
Taxt  me  with  mine,  and  claim’d  a  Right  above  me. 

M  ONI  MIA. 

And  was  your  Love  fo  very  tame  to  fhrink. 

Or  rather  than  lofe  him,  abandon  me  L 
CAST  A  L  IO. 

I,  knowing  him  precipitate  and  rafh. 

To  calm  his  Heat,  and  to  conceal  my  Happinefs,. 
Seem’d  to  comply  with  his  unruly  Will  ; 

Talkt  as  he  talkt,  and  granted  all  he  alk’d  ; 

Left  he  in  Rage  might  have  our  Loves  betray’d. 

And  I  for  ever  had  Monimia  loft. 

MON1MIA. 

Could  you  then  i  did  you ;  can  you  own  it  too  ? 
*TWas  poorly  done,  unworthy  of  yourfelf ; 

And  I  can  never  think  you  meant  me  fair. 

CAST  ALIO. 

Is  this  Monimia  ?  furely  no  !  ’till  now 
I  ever  thought  her  Dove-like,  foft  and  kind. 

Who  trufts  his  Heart  with  Woman’s  furely  loft  : 

You  were  made  Fair  on  purpofe  to  undo  us, 

Whilft  greedily  we  fnatch  th’  alluring  Bait, 

And  ne’er  diftruft  the  Poifon  that  it  hides. 

MONIMIA. 

When  Love  ill-plac’d  would  find  a  means  to  break—* 
CAST  ALIO. 

It  never  wants  Pretences  or  Excufe. 

MON  I- 
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MO  N I  MI  A. 

Man  therefore  was  a  Lord-like  Creature  made? 
Rough  as  the  Winds,  and  as  inconftant  too  : 

A  lofty  AfpeCl  given  him  for  Command, 

Eafily  foften’d,  when  he  would  betray  : 

Like  conquering  Tyrants,  you  our  Breafts  invade. 
Where  you  are  pleas’d  to  forage  for  a  while  ; 

But  foon  you  find  new  Conquefts  out,  and  leave 
The  ravag’d  Province  ruinate  and  wafte. 

If  fo  Cajialio  you  have  ferv’d  my  Heart, 

I  find  that  Defolation’s  fettled  there. 

And  I  fhall  ne’er  recover  Peace  again. 

C  A  S  T  A  L  I  0. 

Who  can  hear  this,  and  bear  an  equal  Mind  ! 
Since  you  will  drive  me  from  you,  I  mull  go  ; 

But,  oh  Motiimia,  when  th’  haft  banilht  me. 

No  creeping  Slave,  though  tradable  and  dull, 

As  artful  Woman  for  her  Ends  would  chufe. 

Shall  ever  dote  as  I  have  done  :  For  oh  ! 

No  Tongue  my  Pleafure  nor  my  Pain  can  tell, 

’Tis  Heav’n  to  have  thee,  and  without  thee  HelL 

MO  N1MIA. 

Cajialio  !  ftay  !  we  muft  not  part.  I  find 
My  Rage  ebbs  out,  and  Love  flows  in  apace. 

Thefe  little  Quarrels  Love  muft  needs  forgive, 

They  roufe  up  drowfy  Thoughts,  and  wake  my  Soul. 
Oh  !  charm  me  with  the  Mufic  of  thy  Tongue  ; 

I’m  ne’er  fo  bleft  as  when  I  hear  thy  Vows, 

And  liftcn  to  the  Language  of  thy  Heart. 

CASTALIO. 

Where  am  I !  furely  Paradife  is  round  me  ! 

Sweets  planted  by  the  Hand  of  Heav’n  grow  here, 
And  every  Senfe  is  full  of  thy  Perfection. 

To  hear  theefpeak  might  calm  a  Madman’s  Frenzy, 
'’Till  by  Attention  he  forgot  his  Sorrows  ; 

But  to  behold  thy  Eyes,  th’  amazing  Beauties 
Might  make  him  rage  again  with  Love,  as  I  do. 


To 
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To  touch  thee’s  Heav’n,  but  to  enjoy  thee,  oh! 
Thou  Nature’s  whole  Perfedlion  in  one  Piece ! 
Sure  framing  thee  Heav’n  took  unufual  Care, 

As  its  own  Beauty  it  defign’d  thee  Fair; 

And  form’d  thee  by  the  beft-lov’d  Angel  there. 


ACT  III.  SCENE  I. 


W 


Enter  Polydore,  and  Page. 

P  O  LY  DO  RE. 

ERE  they  fo  kind  ?  Exprefs  it  to  me  all 
In  Words,  ’twill  make  me  think  I  faw  it  too. 
PAGE. 

At  firlt  I  thought  they  had  been  mortal  Foes ; 
Monimia  rag’d,  Caftalio  grew  difturb’d. 

Each  thought  the  other  wrong’d,  yet  bcthfo  haughty. 
They  fcorn’d  Submiffion,  though  Love  all  the  while 
The  fyebel  play’d,  and  fcarce  could  be  contain’d. 

P  O  LTD  0  RE. 

But  what  fucceeded  ? 

PAGE. 

Oh  ’twas  wond’rous  pretty  1 
For  of  a  fudden  all  the  Storm  was  pall, 

A  gentle  Calm  of  Love  fucceeded  it ; 

Monimia  figh’d  and  blulh’d,  Caftalio  fwore  ;< 

As  you,  my  Lord,  I  well  remember  did 
To  my  young  Siller  in  the  Orange  Grove, 

When  I  was  firft  preferr’d  to  be  your  Page. 

POLTDORE. 

Happy  Caftalio!  Now,  by  my  great  Soul, 

M’  ambitious  Soul,  that  languifhes  to  Glory, 

I’ll  have  her  yet,  by  my  bell  Hopes  I  will. 

She  lhall  be  mine  in  fpight  of  all  her  Arts. 


But 
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But  for  Cajlalio  why  was  I  refus’d? 

Has  he  fupplanted  me  by  fome  foul  Play, 

Traduc’d  my  Honour?  Death!  he  durft  not  do7t. 

It  mull  be  fo  ;  We  parted,  and  he  met  her. 

Half  to  Compliance  brought  by  me,  furpriz’d 
Her  finking  Virtue  ’till  lhe  yielded  quite  : 

So  Poachers  bafely  pick  up  tir’d  Game, 

Whilft  the  fair  Hunter’s  cheated  of  his  Prey. 

Boy  ! 

PAGE. 

My  Lord ! 

P  0  LTD  ORE. 

Go  to  your  Chamber  and  prepare  your  Lute  ; 

Find  out  fome  Song  to  pleafe  me,  that  defcribes 
Women’s  Hypocrifies,  their  fubtle  Wiles, 

Betraying  Smiles,  feign’d  Tears,  Inconftancies, 
Their  painted  Outfides,  and  corrupted  Minds, 

The  Sum  of  all  their  Follies,  and  their  Failhoods.- 

Enter  Servant. 

S  E  R  FA  NT. 

Oh  the  unhappieft  Tidings  Tongue  e’er  told  ? 

POLTDORE. 

The  Matter! 

S  E  R  FA  NT.. 

Oh  !  your  Father,  my  good  Mailer, 
As  with  his  Guefts  he  fat  in  Mirth  rais’d  high. 

And  chas’d  the  Goblet  round  the  joyful  Board, 

A  fudden  Trembling  feiz’d  on  all  his  Limbs  j 
His  Eyes  diftorted  grew  ;  his  Vifage  pale ! 

His  Speech  forfook  him  ;  Life  itfelf  feem’d  fled,. 

And  all  his  Friends  are  waiting  now  about  him.. 

Enter  Acasto  leaning  on  two. 

A  CAS  TO ; 

Support  me,  give  me  Air,  I’ll  yet  recover 
*Twas  but  a  Slip  decaying  Nature  made. 


For 
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For  fhc  grows  weary  near  her  Journey’s  End. 

Where  are  my  Sons  ?  come  near,  my  Polydore  ; 

Your  Brother!  where’s  Cajlalio? 

S  E  R  V  A  N  T. 

My  Lord, 

I’ve  fearch’d,  as  you  commanded,  all  the  Houfe, 

He  and  Monimia  are  not  to  be  found. 

ACASTO . 

Not  to  be  found  !  then  where  are  all  my  Friends  i 
’Tis  well,— 

I  hope  they’ll  pardon  an  unhappy  Fault 
My  unmannerly  Infirmity  has  made  ! 

Death  could  not  come  in  a  more  welcome  Hour, 

For  I’m  prepar’d  to  meet  him,  and  m^thinks 
Would  live  and  die  with  all  my  Friends  about  me. 

Enter  Castalio. 

CASTALIO. 

Angels  preferve  my  deareft  Father’s  Life, 

Blefs  it  with  long  uninterrupted  Days ! 

Oh  !  may  he  live  ’till  Time  itfelf  decay, 

’Till  good  Men  wifh  him  dead,  or  I  offend  him  ! 

ACASTO. 

Thank  you,  Cajlalio  ;  give  me  both  your  Hands, 
And  bear  me  up  I’d  walk  :  So,  now  methinks 
I  appear  as  great  as  Hercules  himfelf. 

Supported  by  the  Pillars  he  had  rais’d. 

CASTALIO . 

My  Lord,  your  Chaplain. 

ACASTO. 

Let  the  good  Man  enter, 
CHAPLAIN. 

eav’n  guard  your  Lord  {hip,  and  reftore  your  Health, 
ACASTO. 

I  have  provided  for  thee,  if  I  die. 

No  fawning  !  ’tis  a  Scandal  to  thy  Office. 

My  Sons,  as  thus  united,  ever  live. 


And 
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And  for  the  Edate,  you’ll  find  when  I  am  dead 
T  have  divided  it  betwixt  you  both, 

Equally  parted,  as  you  (har’d  my  Love  ; 

Only  to  fweet  Monimia  I’ve  bequeath’d 
Ten  thoufand  Crowns,  a  little  Portion  for  her, 

To  wed  her  honourably  as  (he’s  bom. 

Be  not  lefs  Friends  becaufe  you’re  Brothers ;  lhun- 
The  Man  that’s  fingular,  his  Mind’s  un found. 

His  Spleen  o’erweighs  his  Brains ;  but  above  all 
Avoid  the  politic,  the  fattious  Fool, 

The  bufy,  buzzing,  talking,  harden’d  Knave, 

The  quaint  frnooth  Rogue,  that  fins  again!!  his  Reafon ; 
Calls  faucy  loud  Sufpicion,  public  Zeal, 

And  Mutiny  the  Didlates  of  his  Spirit : 

Be  very  careful  how  ye  make-new  Friends-. 

Men  read  not  Morals  now,  it  was  a  Cudom. 

But  all  are  to  their  Fathers  Alices  born  : 

And  in  their  Mothers  Ignorance  are  bred. 

Let  Marriage  be  the  lail  mad  thing  ye  do, 

For  all  the  Sins  and  Follies  of  the  pad. 

If  you  have  Children,  never  give  them  Knowledge, 
’Twill  fpoil  their  Fortune,  Fools  are  all  the  Faftiion. 

If  you’ve  Religion,  keep  it  to  yourfelves. 

Atheifts  willelfe  make  ufe  of  Toleration, 

And  laugh  ye  out  on’t ;  never  lhew  Religion, 

Except  ye  mean  to  pafs  for  Knaves  of  Confcience, 

And  cheat  believing  Fools  that  think  ye  honed. 

Etrter  S  e  R  i  n  a. 

SERI  NA. 

My  Father  ! 

A  CAS  TO. 

My  Heart’s  Darling ! 

SERI  NA. 

Let  my  Knees 

Fix  to  the  Earth..  Ne’er  let  my  Eyes  have  red, 

But  wake  and  weep  ’till  Heav’n  redore  my  Father  ! 

AC  AST Q* 
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AC  AST  O. 

Rife  to  my  Arms,  and  thy  kind  Prayers  are  anfwer’d, 
•or  thou’rt  a  wond’rous  Extract  of  all  Gcodnefs, 
lorn  for  my  Joy,  and  no  Pain’s  felt  when  near  thee, 
~lhamont  / 

Enter  C  H  a  m  o  n  t. 

C.  HA  MONT. 

My  Lord,  may’t  prove  not  an  unlucky  Omen  : 
vlany  I  fee  are  waiting  round  about  you, 
ind  I  am  come  to  alk  a  Blefling  too. 

AC  AS  TO. 

May’ll:  thou  be  happy  ! 

C  HA  MO  NT. 

Where  ? 

AC  AST  O. 

fn  all  thy  Wilhes  ! 

C  HA  MO  NT. 

j  Confirm  me  fo,  and  make  this  Fair  One  mine. 

!  am  unpra&is’d  in  the  Trade  of  Courtlhip, 

\nd  know  not  how  to  deal  Love  out  with  Art ; 

)nfets  in  Love  feem  bell  like  thofc  in  War, 

'ierce,  refolute,  and  done  with  all  the  Force  ; 
jio  I  would  open  my  whole  Heart  at  once, 

And  pour  out  the  Abundance  of  my  Soul. 

AC  AST  O. 

What  fays  Serina  ?  can’ll  thou  lave  a  Soldier  ? 

One  born  to  Honour,  and  to  Honour  bred  ; 

)ne  that  has  learn’d  to  treat  ev’n  Foes  with  Kindnefs ; 

Fo  wrong  no  good  Man’s  Fame,  nor  praife  himfelf. 

SERINA. 

Oh  !  name  not  Love,  for  that’s  ally ’d  to  Joy, 
j\nd  Joy  mull  be  a  Stranger  to  my  Heart, 
iVhen  you’re  in  Danger.  May  Chamont' s  good  Fortune 
lender  him  lovely  to  fome  happier  Maid  1 
Chilli  I  at  friendly  Dillance  fee  him  blelt, 

’raife  the  kind  Gods,  and  wonder  at  his  Virtues. 

AC  A  ST  O. 
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Knew  you  my  Father,  the  old  Chamont  ? 

CHAPLAIN. 

I  did,  and  was  moll  forry  when  we  loll  him. 

C  HA  MONT. 

Why  ?  didll  thou  love  him  ? 

CHAPLAIN. 

Every  body  lov’d  him ;  beiides  he  was  myMaller’s  Friend. 

CHAMONT. 

I  could  embrace  thee  for  that  very  Notion. 

If  thou  didll  love  my  Father,  I  could  think 
Thou  wouldll  not  be  an  Enemy  to  me. 

CHAPLAIN. 

I  can  be  no  Man’s  Foe. 

CHAMONT. 

Then  pr’ythee  tell  me  ; 

Think’ll  thou  the  Lord  Cajlalio  loves  my  Siller? 

Nay,  never  Hart.  Come,  come,  I  know  thy  Office 
Opens  thee  all  the  Secrets  of  the  Family. 

Then  if  thou’rt  honell,  ufe  this  Freedom  kindly. 

CHAPLAIN. 

Love  your  Siller ! 

CHAMONT 

Ay,  Love  her. 

CHAPLAIN. 

Sir,  I  never  alk’d  him. 
And  wonder  you  Ihould  alk  it  me. 

C  HA  MO  NT. 

Nay,  but  thou’rt  an  Hypocrite  ;  is  there  not  one 
Of  all  thy  Tribe  that’s  honell  in  your  Schools  ? 

The  Pride  of  your  Superiors  makes  ye  Slaves  : 

Ye  all  live  loathfome  fneaking  fervile  Lives ; 

Not  free  enough  to  pradlife  generous  Truth, 

Though  ye  pretend  to  teach  it  to  the  World. 

CHAPLAIN. 

I  would  deferve  a  better  Thought  from  you. 

CHAMONT. 

If  thou  wouldll  have  me  not  contemn  thy  Office 

And 
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And  Character,  think  all  thy  Brethren  Knaves, 

Thy  Trade  a  Cheat,  and  thou  its  vvorlt  Profeffor; 
Inform  me ;  for  I  tell  thee,  Prieft,  I’ll  know. 

CHAPLAIN. 

Either  he  loves  her,  or  he  much  has  wrong’d  her. 

C  HAM  O  NT. 

How,  wrong’d  her  ?  have  a  care  :  For  this  may  lay 
A  Scene  of  Mifchief  to  undo  us  all. 

But  tell  me,  wrong’d  her,  faidft  thou  ? 

CHAPL  AIN. 

Ay,  Sir,  wrong’d  her, 

CHAMONT. 

This  is  a  Secret  worth  a  Monarch’s  Fortune; 

What  fhall  I  give  thee  for’t !  thou  dear  Phyfician 
Of  iickly  Souls  unfold  this  Riddle  to  me, 

And  comfort  mine - 

CHAPLAIN. 

I  would  hide  nothing  from  you  willingly. 

CHAMONT. 

Nay,  then  again  thou’rt  honefl.  Would’#  thou  tell  me  ? 
CHAPLAIN. 

Yes,  if  I  durft. 

CHAMONT. 

Why,  what  affrights  thee  ? 

CHAPLAIN. 

You  do. 

Who  are  not  to  be  trufled  with  the  Secret. 

CHAMONT. 

Why,  I  am  no  Fool. 

CHAPLAIN. 

So  indeed  you  fay. 

CHAM  ON  T. 

Pr’ythee,  be  ferious  then. 

CHAPLAIN. 

You  fee  I  am  fo. 

And  hardly  fhall  be  mad  enough  To-night, 

To  trull  you  with  my  Ruin. 

VoL.IIl.  C  CIIA 
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Knew  you  my  Father,  the  old  Chamont  ? 

CHAPLAIN. 

I  did,  and  was  moll  forry  when  we  loft  him. 

C  HA  M  0  N  T. 

Why  ?  didft  thou  love  him  ? 

C  HAP  LAIN. 

Every  body  lov’d  him ;  befides  he  was  myMafter’s  Friend. 
C  HAM  0  N  T. 

I  could  embrace  thee  for  that  very  Notion. 

If  thou  didft  love  my  Father,  I  could  think 
Thou  wouldft  not  be  an  Enemy  to  me. 

C  HA  PLAIN. 

I  can  be  no  Man’s  Foe. 

C  HA  MO  NT. 

Then  pr’ythee  tell  me  ; 

Think’ft  thou  the  Lord  Cajialio  loves  my  Sifter  ? 

Nay,  never  ftart.  Come,  come,  I  know  thy  Office 
Opens  thee  all  the  Secrets  of  the  Family. 

Then  if  thou’rt  honeft,  ufe  this  Freedom  kindly. 
CHAPLAIN. 

Love  your  .Sifter ! 

C HA  MONT 
Ay,  Love  her. 

CHAPLAIN. 

Sir,  I  never  afk’d  him, 
And  wonder  you  Ihould  alk  it  me. 

C  HA  MO  NT. 

Nay,  but  thou’rt  an  Hypocrite  ;  is  there  not  one 
Of  all  thy  Tribe  that’s  honeft  in  your  Schools  ? 

The  Pride  of  your  Superiors  makes  ye  Slaves  : 

Ye  all  live  loathfome  fneaking  fervile  Lives ; 

Not  free  enough  to  pra&ife  generous  Truth, 

Though  ye  pretend  to  teach  it  to  the  World. 

CHAPLAIN. 

I  would  deferve  a  better  Thought  from  you. 

C HA  MONT . 

If  thou  wouldft  have  me  not  contemn  thy  Office 
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And  Character,  think  all  thy  Brethren  Knaves, 

Thy  Trade  a  Cheat,  and  thou  its  vvorlt  Profeffor ; 

Inform  me ;  for  I  tell  thee,  Pried,  I’ll  know. 

CHAPLAIN. 

Either  he  loves  her,  or  he  much  has  wrong’d  her. 

CHAMONT. 

How,  wrong’d  her  ?  have  a  care  :  For  this  may  lay 
A  Scene  of  Mifchief  to  undo  us  all. 

But  tell  me,  wrong’d  her,  faiddthou? 

CHAPL  AIN. 

Ay,  Sir,  wrong’d  her. 

CHAMONT. 

This  is  a  Secret  worth  a  Monarch’s  Fortune; 

What  fhall  I  give  thee  for’t !  thou  dear  Phyfician 
Of  fickly  Souls  unfold  this  Riddle  to  me. 

And  comfort  mine - 

CHAPLAIN. 

I  would  hide  nothing  from  you  willingly. 

CHAMONT. 

Nay,  then  again  thou’rt  honed.  Would’d  thou  tell  me? 
CHAPLAIN. 

Yes,  if  I  durd. 

CHAMONT. 

Why,  what  affrights  thee  ? 

CHAPLAIN. 

You  do, 

W  ho  are  not  to  be  truded  with  the  Secret. 

CHAMONT. 

Why,  I  am  no  Fool. 

CHAPLAIN. 

So  indeed  you  fay. 

CHAM  O' NT. 

Pr’ythee,  be  ferious  then. 

CHAPLAIN. 

You  fee  I  am  fo. 

And  hardly  fhall  be  mad  enough  To-night, 

To  trud  you  with  my  Ruin. 

Vo l.  III.  C  CHA- 
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CHAMONT. 

Art  thou  then 

So  far  concern'd.  in’t?  What  has  been  thy  Office? 
Curfe  on  that  formal  iteady  Villain’s  Face  ! 

Jull  fo  do  all  Bawds  look  ;  nay,  Bawds,  they  fay. 
Can  pray  upon  occafion,  talk  of  Heav’n, 

Tu*:i.  up.  their  gogling  Eye-balls,  rail  at  Vice, 
DiiTemble,  lye,  and  preach  like  any  Prieft. 

Art  thou  a  Bawd  ? 

CHAPLAIN. 

Sir,  I’m  not  often  us’d  thus, 

CHAMONT. 

"Be  iuft.  then. 

CHAPLAIN. 

So  I  fhall  be  to  the  Trull 
That’s  laid  upon  me. 

CHAMONT. 

By  the  reverenc’d  Soul 
Of  that  great  honelt  Man  that  gave  me  Being, 
Telljne  but  what  thou  know’ll  concerns  my  Honour, 
And  if  I  e’er  reveal  it  to  thy  Wrong, 

May  this  good  Sword  ne’er  do  me  right  in  Battle  ! 
May  I  ne’er  know  that  blelTed  Peace  of  Mind, 

That  dwells  in  good  and  pious  Men,  like  thee  ! 

CHAPLAIN. 

I  fee  your  Temper’s  mov’d,  and  f  will  trull  you. 

CHAMONT. 

Wi't  thou  ? 

CHAPLAIN. 

I  will ;  but  if  it  ever  ’fcape  you - 

CHAMONT. 

It  never  fhall. 

CHAPLAIN. 

Swear  then. 

CHAMONT. 

I  do  by  all 

That’s  dear  to  me,  by  tli’  Honour  of  my  Name, 
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And  that  dread  Power  I  ferve,  it  never  fhall. 

CHAPLAIN. 

Then  this  good  Day,  when  all  the  Houfe  was  bufy. 
When  Mirth  and  kind  Rejoicing  fill’d  each  Room, 

As  I  was  walking  in  the  Grove  I  met  them. 

C  HA  MONT. 

What,  met  them  in  the  Grove  together?  tell  me. 
How,  walking,  Handing,  fitting,  lying,  hah  ! 

CHAPLAIN. 

I  by  their  own  Appointment  met  them  there, 

Receiv’d  their  Marriage  Vows,  and  join’d  their  Hands* 
CHAMONT. 

How  !  marry’d  ! 

CHAPLAIN. 

Yes,  Sir. 

CHAMONT. 

Then  my  Soul’s  at  Peace : 

Bus  why  would  you  delay  fo  long  to  give  it? 

CHAPLAIN. 

Not  knowing  what  Reception  it  may  find 
With  old  Acajlo ;  may  be  I  was  too  cautious 
To  truft  the  Secret  from  me. 

CHAMONT. 

What’s  the  Cau!e 

I  cannot  guefs,  tho’  ’tis  my  Sifter’s  Honour. 

I  do  not  like  this  Marriage 

'Huddled  i’th’  Dark,  and  done  at  too  much  venture  : 

The  Bufinefs  looks  with  an  unlucky  Face. 

Keep  Hill  the  Secret,  for  it  ne’er  fhall  ’fcape  me. 

Not  even  to  them,  the  new-match’d  Pair.  Farewel. 
Believe  my  Truth,  and  know  me  for  thy  Friend.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  C  a  s  r  a  l  i  o  and  M  o  n-  i  m  i  a  . 

CAST  ALIO. 

Young  Chamont,  and  the  Chaplain  !  fure  ’tis  they ! 

No  matter  what’s  contriv’d,  or  who  confulted, 

Since  my  Msnimia  s  mine  ;  tho’  this  fad  Look 

C  2 
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Seems  no  good  bonding  Omen  to  her  Bill's, 

Kile,  pr’ythee,  tell  me  why  that  Look  call  down  ? 

"Why  that  fad  Sigh  as  if  thy  Heart  were  breaking  ? 

MON  I MIJ. 

Caftalio,  I  am  thinking  what  we’ve  done. 

The  Heav’nly  Powers  were  Pure  difnleas’d  To-day  ? 

For  at  the  Ceremony  as  we  flood. 

And  as  your  Hand  was  kindly  join’d  with  mine. 

As  the  good  Prieft  pronounc’d  the  facred  Words, 

Paflion  grew  big,  and  1  could  not  forbear,  • 

'Fears  drown’d  my  Eyes,  and  Trembling  feiz’d  my  Soul. 
What  Ihould  that  mean  ? 

CAST  ALIO. 

Oh  thou  art  tender  all ! 

Gentle  and  kind  as  fympathizing  Nature! 

When  a  fad  Story  has  been  told,  I’ve  feen 
Thy  little  Breaks  with  foft  Companion  fwell’d, 

Shove  up  and  down,  and  heave  like  dying  Birds ; 

But  now  let  Fear  be  banilh’d,  think  no  more 
Of  Danger,  for  there’s  Safety  in  my  Arms ; 

Let  them  receive  thee:  Heav’n  grows  jealous  now  ; 

Sure  fhe’s  too  good  for  anv  mortal  Creature  ! 

I  could  grow  wild,  and  praife  thee  ev’n  to  Madnefs. 
But  wherefore  do  I  dally  with  my  Blifs  ? 

The  Night’s  far  fpent,  and  Day  draws  on  apace  ; 

To  Bed  my  Love,  and  wake  till  I  come  thither, 

PO  LTD  ORE. 

So  hot,  my  Brother  r  [Polydore  at  the  Boer. 

MON  I  Ml  A. 

’Twill  be  impoflible  : 

You  know  your  Father’s  Chamber’s  next  to  mine. 

And  the  leak  Nolle  will  certainly  alarm  him. 

C  AST  ALIO. 

Impoflible  ?  impoflible?  alas! 

Is’t  poflible  to  live  one  Hour  without  thee  ? 

Let  me  behold  thofc  Eyes ;  they’ll  tell  me  Truth. 

Flak  thou  no  Longing?  Art  thou  kill  the  fame 

O  O 
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Cold  icy  Virgin  ?  No  ;  th’art  alter’d  quite. 

Hafte,  hafte  to  Bed,  and  let  loofe  all  thy  Willies. 

MO  N I M I  A. 

’Tis  but  one  Night,  my  Lord;  I  pray  be  rul’d. 

~ C  AST  ALIO. 

Try  if  th’aft  Power  to  flop  a  flowing  Tide, 

Or  in  a  Tempcit  make  the  Seas  be  calm  ; 

And  when  that’s  done.  I’ll  conquer  my  Defires. 

No  more,  my  Bleffing.  What  (hail  be  the  Sign  ? 

When  final  1  I  come  ?  For  to  my  Joys  I’ll  Ileal 
As  if  I  ne’er  had  paid  my  Freedom  for  them. 

MONIMIA. 

J ud  three  foft  Strokes  upon  the  Chamber-Door; 

And  at  that  Signal  you  lhall  gain  Admittance: 

But  fpeak  not  the  lead  Word ;  for  if  you  Ihculd, 

’Tis  furely  heard,  and  all  will  be  betray’d. 

CAST  ALIO. 

Oh  !  doubt  it  not,  Monimia ;  our  joys 
Shall  be  as  fiient  as  th’  ecftatic  Blifs 
Of  Souls  that  by  Intelligence  converfe  : 

Immortal  Pleafures  lhall  our  Senfes  drown. 

Thought  lhall  be  loft,  and  ev’ry  Pow’r  dilTolv’d : 

Away,  my  Love;  firft  take  this  Kifs.  Now  hafte. 

I  long  for  that  to  come,  yet  grudge  each  Minute  paft. 

[j Exit.  Mon 

My  Brother  wand’ring  too  fo  late  this  way  ! 

POLY  10  OR  E. 

Cajialio  ! 

CASTALIO. 

My  Polydore ,  how  doft  thou  ? 

How  does  our  Father;  is  he  well  recover’d  ? 

POLYDORE . 

I  left  him  happily  repos’d  to  Reft ; 

He’s  ftill  as  gay  as  if  his  Life  were  young. 

But  how  does  fair  Monimia  ? 

CASTALIO. 

Doubtlefs  well. 
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A  cruel  Beauty  with  her  Conqueft  pleas’d 
Is  always  joyful,  and  her  Mind  in  Health. 

P  0  LTD  ORE. 

Is  fhe  the  fame  Monvnia  Hill  fhe  was  ? 

May  we  not  hope  file’s  made  of  mortal  Mould  F 

CAST  ALIO. 

She  is  not  Woman  elfe  : 

Tho’  I’m  grown  weary  of  this  tedious  Hopeing  ^ 
We’ve 'in  a  barren  Defert  ftray’d  too  long. 

POLTDORE. 

Yet  may  P.elief  be  unexpected  found. 

And  Love’s  fweet  Manna  cover  all- the  Field. 

Met  ye  To-day  ? 

CAST  ALIO. 

No,  fhe  has  ftill  avoided  me. 

Her  Brother  too  is  jealous  of  her  grown. 

And  has  been  hinting  fomething  to  my  Father, 

J  with  I’d  never,  meddled  with  the  Matter. 

And  would  enjoin  thee,  Polydore - 

POLTDORE. 

T o  what  ? 

CAST  ALIO. 

To  Ifeave  this  peevilh  Beauty  to  herfelf. 

POLTDORE. 

What,  quit  my  Love  ?  as  foon  I’d  quit  my  Poll 
In  Fight,  and  like  a  Coward  run  away. 

No,  by  my  Stars,  I’ll  chafe  her  ’till  Ihe  yields 
To  me,  or  meets  her  Refcue  in  another. 

C  AST  ALIO. 

Nay,  fhe  has  Beauty  that  might  fhake  the  Leagues 
Of  mighty  Kings,  and  fet  the  World  at  odds : 

But  I  have  wond’rous  Reafons  on  my  Side, 

That  would  perfuade  thee,  were  they  known. 

POLTDORE. 

Then  fpeak  ’em. 

What  are  they  ?  Came  ye  to  her  Window  here 
To  learn  ’em  now  ?  Cajialie have  a  care  ; 
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life  honed  Dealing  with  your  Friend  and  Brother. 
Believe  me,  I’m  not  with  my  Love  fo  blinded. 

But  can  difcerti  your  Purpofe  to  abufe  me. 

Quit  your  Pretences  to  her. 

CAST  ALIO. 

Grant  I  do  ;  . 

You  love  Capitulations,  Polydore, 

And  but  uppn  Conditions  would  oblige  me. 

pol  r  DORP. 

You  fay,  you’ve  Readout.  Why  are  they  conceal’d 

CASTA  LIO. 

To-morrow  I  may  tell  you. 

It  is  a  Matter  of  fuch  Confequence, 

As  I  mull  Well  confult  ere  I  reveal : 

But,  pr’ythee,  ceafe  to  think  I  would  abufe  thee, 

’Till  more  be  known. 

FO  LTD  ORE: 

When  you,  Caftalio,  ceafe- 
To  meet  Moninrid  unknown  to  me, 

And  then  deny  it  flavilhly.  I’ll  ceafe 
To  think  Caftalio  faithlefs  to  his  Friend. 

Did  I  not  fee  you  part  this  very  Moment  ?  •' 

C  AST  ALIO. 

It  feems  you’ve  watch’d  me  then  ?  ' 

PO  L  TD  OR  Ed 

I  fccrn  the  Office. 

CAST  ALIO. 

Pr’ythee,  avoid  a  thing  thou  may’ll  repent. 

POLY  DO  RE. 

That  is,  henceforward  making  Leagues  with  you. 

C  AST  ALIO. 

Nay,  if  y’are  angry,  Polydore,  good  Night.  [Exit. 
POLY  DO  RE. 

Good  Night,  Cajlalio,  if  y’re  in  fuch  Hade. 

He  little  thinks  I’ve  overheard  th’Appointment : 

But  to  his  Chamber’s  gone  to  wait  awhile. 

Then  come  and  take  Polfeffion  of  my  Love. 
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This  is  the  utmoft  Point  of  all  my  Hopes, 

Or  now  flie  mult  or  never  can  be  mine. 

Oh  !  for  a  Means  now  how  to  counterplot. 

And  difappoint  this  happy  elder  Brother. 

In  ev^rv  thing  we  do,  or  undertake. 

He  foars  above  me,  mount  what  Height  I  can, 

And  keeps  the  Start  he  got  of  me  in  Birth. 

Cordelia  ! 

Enter  Pa  c  e, 

PAGE. 

My  Lord  ! 

PO  LTD  ORE. 

Come  hither.  Boy. 

Thou  haft  a  pretty  forward  lying  Face, 

And  may ’ft  in  time  expert  Preferment}  canft  thoa 

Pretend  to  Secrefy,  cajole  and  flatter 

Thy  Mailer’s  Follies,  and  affiit  his  Pleafurcs? 

PAGE. 

My  Lord,  I  could  do  any  thing  for  you, 

And  ever  be  a  very  faithful  Boy. 

Command,  what  e’er’s  your  Pleafure  I’ll  obferve. 
Be  it  to  run,  or  watch;  or  to  convey 
A  Letter  to  a  beauteous  Lady’s  Bofom; 

At  leaft  I  am  not  dull,  and  foon  fhould  learn. 

POLTDOPE. 

’Tis  pity  then  thou  fhouldll  not  be  employ’d. 

Go  to  my  Brother,  he’s  in’s  Chamber  now 
Undi-Ciling,  and  preparing  for  his  Reft ; 

Find  out  fomc  Means  to  keep  him  up  a  while; 

Tel!  him  a  pretty  Story  that  may  pleafe 
Ills  Ear  :  Invent  a  Tale,  no  matter  what ; 

If  he  fhould  afk  of  me,  tell  him  I’m  gone 
To  Bed,  an  1  lent  you  there  to  know  his  Pleafure 
Whether  he’ll  hunt  To-morrow.  Well  faid  Poly/ore ; 
DilTemble  with  thy  Brother  :  That’s  one  Point. 

But  do  not  leave  him  ’till  he’s  in  his  Bed; 

Or  if  he  chance  to  walk  again  this  Way, 
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Follow  and  do  not  quit  him,  but  feem  fond 
To  do  him  little  Offices  of  Service. 

Perhaps  at  laft  it  may  offend  him  ;  then 
Retire,  and  wait  ’till  I  come  in.  Away  : 

Succeed  in  this  and  be  employ’d  again. 

PAGE. 

Doubt  not,  my  Lord  :  Lie  has  been  always  kind 
To  me;  would  often  fet  me  on  his  Kneet 
Then  give  me  Sweetmeats,  call  me  pretty  Boy, 

And  aik  me  what  the  Maids  talk’d  of  at  Nights. 

P  0  LTD  ORE. 

Run  quickly  then,  and  profperous  be  thy  Wiffies. 

[Exit  Page , 

Here  I’m  alone  and  fit  for  Mifchief ;  now' 

To  cheat  this  Brother,  will’t  be  honeft,  that 
I  heard  the  Sign  ffie  order’d  him  to  give. 

Oh  for  the  Art  of  Proteus,  but  to  change 
The  happy  Polydore  to  bled  Cajlalio  ! 

She’s  net  fo  well  acquainted  with  him  yet. 

But  I  may  fit  her  Arms  as  well  as  he. 

Then  when  I’m  happily  poffed  of  more 
Than  Senfe  can  think,  all  loofen’d  into  Joy, 

To  hear  my  difappointed  Brother  come. 

And  give  the  unregarded  Signal ;  Oh  ! 

What  a  malicious  Pleafure  will  that  be  1 

Juft  three  foft  Strokes  upon  the  Chamber-Dcor ; 

But  fpeak  not  the  leaft  Word  ;  for  if  you  fhould, 

’Tis  furely  heard,  and  we  are  both  betray’d. 

How  I  adore  a  Miftrefs  that  contrives 
With  Care  to  lay  the  Bufinefs  of  her  Joys  1 
One  that  has  Wit  to  charm  the  very  Soul, 

And  give  a  double  Relifh  to  Delight ! 

Bleft  Heav’ns  afiift  me  but  in  this  dear  Hour, 

And  my  kind  Stars  be  but  propitious  now, 

Difpofe  of  me  hereafter  as  you  plcafe. 

Monimia  !  MonitrJa  ! 
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Maid  at  the  Window.]  Who’s  there  ? 

POLTDORE. 

sTis  I. 

MAID-. 

My  Lord  Cajlalio  ? 

PO  LYDORE. 

The  fame. 

How  does,  my  Love,  my  dear  Monimia  ? 

MAID. 

Oh! 

She  wonders  much  at  your  unkind  Delay  ; 

You’ve  ftaid  fo  long  that  at  each  little  Noiie 
The  Wind  but  makes,  Ihe  alks  if  you  are  coming* 

POLTDORE. 

Tell  her  Tm  here,  and  let  the  Door  be  open’d. 

[Maid  defcends * 

Now  boaft,  Caftalio ,  triumph  now  and  tell 
Thyfelf  ftrange  Stories  of  a  promis’d  Blifs. 

[The  Door  unbolts „ 

It  opens,  hali !  what  means  my  trembling  Flelh  ! 

Limbs,  do  y.our  Office  and  fupport  me  well* 

Bear  me  to  her,  then  fail  me  if  you  can.  [Exit*. 

Enter  C  a  s  ta  l  i  o  and  Page, 

PAGE.. 

Indeed,  my  Lord,  ’twill  be  a  lovely  Morning.. 

Pray  let  us  hunt. 

C  AST  ALIO. 

Go,  you’re  an  idle  Pratler, 

I’ll  flay  at  Home  To-morrow  ;  if  your  Lord 
Thinks  fit,  he  may  command  my  Hounds  i  Go  leave  me, 

I  mull  to  Bed. 

PAGE. 

I’ll  wait  upon  your  Lordfhip, 

If  you  think  fit,  and  fing  you  to  Repofe. 
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No,  my  kind  Boy,  the  Night  is  too  far  wafted, 

My  Senfes  too  are  quite  difrob’d  of  Thought, 

And  ready  all  with  me  to  go  to  reft. 

Good-night :  commend  me  to  my  Brother. 

PAGE. 

Oh! 

You  never  heard  the  laft  new  Song  I  learn’d  j 
It  is  the  fineft,  prettieft  Song  indeed. 

Of  my  Lord  and  my  Lady  you  know  who, 

That  were  caught  together,  you  know  where. 

My  Lord,  indeed  it  is. 

CAST  A  L  10. 

You  muft  be  whipt,  Youngfter,  if  you  get  fuch 
Sbngs  as  thofe  are. 

What  means  this  Boy’s  Impertinence  To-night  ? 

PAGE. 

Why,  what  muft  I  fing,  pray,  my  dear  Lord  ?  r 

CASTA  LAO. 

Pfalmsj  Child,  Pfalms. 

PAGE. 

O’ dear  me !  Boys  that  go  to  School  learn  Pfalms, 

But  Pages  that  are  better  bred  fing  Lampoons. 

CASTALIO,  - 
Well,  leave  me ;  I  am  weary. 

PAGE. 

Oh!  but  you  promis’d  me  laft  time  I  told  you  what'- 
Cblour  my  Lady  Monimia' s  Stockings  were  of,  and  that 
Ihe  garter’d  them  above  Knee,  that  you  would  give  me  a 
little  Horfe  to  go  a  hunting  upon,  fo  you  did,  I’ll  tell  you 
no  more  Stories,  except  you  keep  your  Word  with  me. 

C  AST  ALIO. 

Well  go,  you  Trifler,  and  To-morrow  afk  me. 
PAGE. 

Indeed,  my  Lord,  I  can’t  abide  to  leave  you. 

CASTALIO. 

Why,  wert  thou  inftru&ed  to  attend  me? 
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PAGE. 

Tso,  no,  indeed,  indeed,  my  Lord,  I  was  not; 

But  I  know  what  I  know. 

CAS  TALIO. 

Vv  dofl  thou  know  !  Death  !  what  can  all  this  mean  ? 

PAGE. 

Oh  !  I  know  who  loves  fome-body. 

C  ASP  ALIO. 

What’s  that  to  me.  Boy? 

PAGE. 

Nay,  and  I  know  who  loves  you  too. 

C  A  SEAL  10. 

That’s  a  wonder,  pr’ythee  tell  it  me. 

PAGE. 

’Tis - -’tis - 1  know  who - 

But  will  you  give  me  the  Horfe  then  ? 

CASTALIO. 

I  will,  my  Child. 

PAGE. 

It  is  my  Lady  Mcnimia,  look  you,  but  don’t  you  tell 
her  I  told  you,  lhe’ll  give  me  no  more  Play-things  then. 
I  heard  her  fay  fo  as  lhe  lay  a-bed,  Man. 

CASTALIO. 

Talk’d  flie  of  me  when  in  her  Bed,  Cordelia? 
PAGE. 

Yes,  and  I  fung  her  the  Song  you  made  too. 

And  fhe  did  fo  figh,  and  fo  look  with  her  Eyes ; 

And  her  Breaks  did  fo  liftup  and  down,  I  could  have  found 
in  my  Heart  to  have  beat ’em,  for  they  made  me  afham’d, 
CAS  TALIO. 

Plark,  What’s  that  Noife  ? 

Take  this,  begone,  and  leave  me. 

You  Knave,  you  little  Flatterer,  get  you  gone.  [ Exit  Page . 

Surely  it  was  a  Noife.  Hill - only  Fancy. 

For  all  is  hufh’d,  as  Nature  were  retir’d, 

And  the  perpetual  Motion  handing  hill: 

So  much  fne  from  her  Work  appears  to  ceafe, 
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And  every  warring  Element’s  at  Peace ; 

All  the  wild  Herds  are  in  their  Coverts  couch’d ; 

The  Fifties  to  their  Banks  or  Ooze  repair’d, 

And  to  the  Murmurs  of  the  Waters  fleep; 

The  feeling  Air’s  at  reft,  and  feels  no  Noife, 

Except  of  fome  foft  Breaths  among  the  Trees, 

Rocking  the  harmlefs  Birds  that  reft  upon  ’em. 

’Tis  now  that  guided  by  my  Love  I  go. 

To  take  Pofleffion  of  Monimia' s  Arms. 

Sure  Poly  dare's  by  this  time  gone  to  Bed. 

At  Midnight  thus  the  Us’rer  fteals  untrack’d. 

To  make  a  Vifit  to  his  hoarded  Gold, 

And  feafts  his  Eyes  upon  the  Ihining  Mammon :  [Knocks. 
She  hears  me  not,  fure  lhe  already  fleeps. 

Her  Wifties  could  not  brook  fo  long  Delay, 

And  her  poor  Heart  has  beat  itfelf  to  Reft.  [ Knocks  again . 
Mcnimia!  my  Angel — hah — not  yet — 

How  long’s  the  fofteft  Moment  of  Delay 
To  a  Heart  impatient  of  its  Pangs  like  mine, 

In  fight  of  Eafe,  and  panting  to  the  Goal  ?  [Knocks  again. 
Once  more - 

MAID. 

Who’s  there. 

That  comes  thus  rudely  to  difturb  our  Reft  ? 

CAST  ALIO. 

’Tis  I. 


MAID. 

Who  are  you,  what’s  your  Name  ? 
CAST  ALIO. 

Suppofe 

The  Lord  Cajlalio. 

MAID. 

I  know  you  not. 

The  Lord  Caftalio  has  no  Bufinefs  here. 

C  AST  ALIO. 

Hah  !  have  a  care ;  what  can  this  mean  ? 

Who  e’er  thou  art,  I  charge  thee  to  Monimia  fly; 
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Tell  her  I’m  here,  and  wait  upon  my  Doom. 

MAID. 

Who  e’er  ye  are,  ye  may  repent  this  Outrage,  - 
My  Lady  mud  not  be  difturb’d.  Good-night ! 
CAST  ALIO. 

She  muff,'  tell  her  Ihe  fhall;  go,  I’m  in  hade. 
And  bring  "her  Tidings  from  the  State  of  Love; 
They’re  all  in  Confultation  met  together. 

How  to  reward  my  .Truth,  and  crown  her  Vows. 

MAID . 

Sure  the  Man’s  mad. 

CAST  ALIO. 

Or-  this  will  make  me  fo ; 
Obey  me,  or  by  all  the  Wrongs  I  fuffer. 

I’ll  fcale  the  Window,  and  come  in  by  Force, 

Let  the  fad  Confequence  be  what  it  will ; 

This  Creature’s  trifling  Folly  makes  me  mad,. 

MAID.. 

My  Lady’s  Anfwer  is,  you  may  depart. 

She  fays  die  knows  you  :  You  are  Polydore, 

Sent  by  Cajlalio,  as  you  were  To-day, 

T’affront  and  do  her  Violence  again. 

C  AST  ALIO.* 

I’ll  not  believe’t. 

MAID. 

You  may,  Sir. 

CAST  ALIO.  ■ 

Curfes  blafl  thee ! 

MAID. 

Well,  ’tis  a  fine  cool  Evening,  and  I  hope 
May  cure  the  raging  Fever  in  your  Blood. 
Good-night. 

C  AST  ALIO. 

And  farewel  all  that’s  jufl  in  Woman  ! 

This  is  contriv’d,  a  fludied  Trick  to  abufe 
My  eafy  Nature,  and  torment  my  Mind ; 

Sure  now  fhe’as  bound  me  fall,  and  means  to  lord  it. 
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To  rein  me  hard,  and  ride  me  at  her  Will, 

’Till  by  Degrees  Ihe  diape  me  into  Fool 
For-all  her  future  Ufes.  Death  and  Torment ! 

’Tis  Impudence  to  think  my  Soul  will  bear  it. 

Oh  I  could-grow  ev’n  wild,  and  tear  my  Hair 
’Tis  well,  Monimia ,  that  thy  Empire’s  (hort ; 

Let  but  To-morrow,  but  To-morrow  come. 

And  try  if  all  thy  Arts  appeafe  my  Wrong  ; 

’Till  when  be  this  detefted  Place  my  Ted,  \Liesdvwiu- 
Where  I  will  ruminate  on  Woman’s  Ills, 

Laugh  at  myfelf,  and  curfe  th’  inconllant  Sex, 

Faithlefs  Monimia  !  Oh  Monimia  / 

Enter  Ernesto. 

ERNESTO , 

Either 

My  Senfe  has  been  deluded,  or  this  Way, 

I  heard  the  found  of  Sorrow  ;  ’tis  late  Night, 

And  none,  whofe  Mind’s  at  Peace,  would  wander  now*. 

CAST  A  L  10. 

Who’s  there  ? 

ERNESTCK 

A  Friend. 

CASTA  LI  O. 

If  thou  art  fo,  retire. 

And  leave  this  Place,  for  I  would  be  alone. 

ERNESTO. 

Cajlalio  !  My  Lord,  why  in  this  Podure, 

Stretch’d  on  the  Ground  ?  Your  honed  true  old  Servant, 
Your  poor  Ernejio  cannot  fee  you  thus ; 

Rife,  I  befeech  you. 

CASTALIO. 

If  thou  art  Ernejio, 

As  by  thy  Honedy  thou  feem’ft  to  be. 

Once  leave  me  to  my  Folly. 

ERNESTO. 

I  can’t  leave  ycu, 

And 
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And  not  theReafon  know  of  your  Diforders. 

Remember  how  when  young  I  in  my  Arms 

Have  often  borne  you,  pleas’d  you  in  your  Pleafures, 

And  fought  an  early  Share  in  your  Affedion. 

Do  not  difcard  me  now,  but  let  me  ferve  you. 

CASTALIO. 

Thou  canlt  not  ferve  me. 

ERNESTO. 

Why? 

CASTALIO. 

Becaufe  my  Thoughts 
Are  full  of  Woman ;  thou,  poor  Wretch,  art  paft  ’em. 

ERNESTO. 

1  hate,  the  Sex. 

CASTALIO. 

Then  I’m  thy  Friend,  Ernejlo.  [Rifes. 

I’d  leave  the  World  for  him  that  hates  a  Woman. 

Woman  the  Fountain  of  all  human  Frailty  ! 

What  mighty  Ills  have  not  been  done  by  Woman  ? 

Who  was’t  betray’d  the  Capitol  ?  A  Woman. 

Who  loft  Mark  Antony  the  World  r  A  Woman. 

Who  was  the  Caufe  of  a  long  ten  Years  War, 

And  laid  at  laft  old  Troy  in  Allies  ?  Woman. 

Deftrudive,  damnable,  deceitful  Woman. 

Woman  to  Man  firft  as  a  Blefting  giv’n. 

When  Innocence  and  Love  were  in  their  Prime, 

Happy  a  while  in  Paradife  they  lay, 

But  quickly  Woman  long’d  to  go  aftray  ; 

Some  foolifh  new  Adventure  needs  muft  prove, 

And  the  firft  Devil  Ihe  faw,  (he  chang’d  her  Love  ; 

To  his  Temptations  lewdly  lhe  inclin’d 

Her  Soul,  and  for  an  Apple  damn’d  Mankind.  [Exe.  I 
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Acasto  fclus. 

A  CAST  O. 

BLeft  be  the  Morning  that  has  brought  me  Health  ; 

A  happy  Reft  has  fcften’d  Pain  away, 

And  I’ll  forget  it,  though  my  Mind’s  not  well. 

A  heavy  Melancholy  clogs  my  Heart, 

I  droop  and  figh  I  know  not  why.  Dark  Dreams, 

Sick  Fancy’s  Children,  have  been  over-bufy. 

And  all  the  Night  play’d  Farces  in  my  Brains  ; 
Methought  I  heard  the  Mid-night  Raven  cry,  : 

Wak’d  with  th’  imagin’d  Noife,  my  Curtains  feem’d' 
To  ftart,  and  at  my  Feet  my  Sons  appear’d 
Like  Ghofts,  all  pale  and  ftiff  :  I  ftrove  to  fpeak,  ; 

But  could  not :  fuddenly  the  Forms  were  loft, 

And  feem’d  to  vanilh  in  a  bloody  Cloud  ; 

’Twas  odd,  and  for  the  prefent  ftrook  my  Thoughts, 
But  was  th’Effeft  of  my  diftemper’d  Blood  j 
And  when  the  Health’s  difturb’d,  the  Mind’s  unruly. 

Enter  Polydore. 

Good  Morning,  Polydore. 

POLYDORE. 

Heav’n  keep  your  Lordlhip. 

ACASTO. 

Have  you  yet  fcen  Cajlalio  To-day  ? 

POLYDORE. 

My  Lord,  ’tis  early  Day  ;  he’s  hardly  rifen. 

A  CJSTO. 

Go,  call  him  up,  and  meet  me  in  the  Chapel. 

[ Exit  Polydore. 

I  cannot  think  all  has  gone  well  To-night ; 

For  as  I  waking  lay  (and  fure  my  Senfe1 
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Was  then  my  own)  methought  I  heard  my  Son 
Cajialio' s  Voice ;  but  it  feem’d  low  and  mournful^ 
Under  my  Window  too  I  thought  I  heard  it ; 
M’untoward  Fancy  could  not  be  deceiv’d 
In  every  thing  ;  and  I  will  fearch  the  Truth  out. 

Enter  Mon  imia,  and  h'er  Maid. 
Already  up,  Monimia  !  you  role 
Thus  early  lure  to  out-lhine  the  Day  I 
Or  was  there  any  thing  that  croft  your  Reft  ? 

They  were  naughty  Thoughts  that  would  not  let  you  fleep 
MONIMIA. 

Whatever  are  my  Thoughts,  my  Lord,  , I’ve  learnt:* 
By  your  Example  to  corr&fbtheir  Ills, 

And  Morn,  and  Evening,  give  up  the  Account;  - 

ACASTO. 

Your  Pardon  Sweet-one,  I  upbraid  you  not  ; 

Or  if  I  would,  you  are  fo  good  I  could  not. 

Though  I’m  deceiv’d,  or  you’re  more  fair  To-day  5  . 
For  Beauty?s  heighten’d  in  your  Cheeks,  and?  all 
Your  Charms  feem  up,  and  ready  in  your  Eyes.  . 
MONIMIA. 

The  little  Share  I  have’s  fo  very  mean, .... 

That  it  may  eaftly  admit  Addition  ; 

Though  you,  my. Lord,  Ihould  moft  of  all  bewar# 

To  give  it  too  much  Praife,  and  make  me  proud. 

ACASTO . 

Proud  of  an  old  Man’s  Praifes  !  No,  Monimia  f 
But  if  my  Prayers  can  work  thee  any  good. 

Thou  lhalt  not  want  thelargeft  Share  of  ’em.: 

ACASTO. 

Heard  you  no  Noife  To-night  ? 

MO  NT  Ml  A. 

Noife  !  my  good  Lord! 

Ay  !  about  Midmg'ht. 

MO  N  I M  I  A. 

Indeed,  my  Lord,  I  don’t  remember  any. 

A  C  AS  TO 
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ACASTO . 

You  mull  fure  !  went  you  early  to  your  Reft  ? 

MONIMIA. 

About  the  wonted  Hour.  Why  this  Enquiry  ?  [Afidt. 
ACASTO. 

And  went  your  Maid  to  Bed  too  ? 

MONIMIA. 

My  Lord,  I  guefs  fo ; 

I’ve  leldom  known  her  difobey  my  Orders. 

ACASTO: 

Sure  Goblins  then  or  Fairies  haunt  the  Dwelling 
I’ll,  have  Enquiry  made  through  all  the  Houfe, 

But  I’ll  find  out  the  Caufe  of  thefe  Diforders. 

Good-day  to  thee,  Monimia — I’ll  to  Chapel.  [Ex.  Acaf; 
MONIMIA. 

I’ll  but  difpatch  fome  Orders *to  my  Woman, 

And  wait  upon  your  Lordfhip  there. 

I  fear  the  Prieft  has  play’d  us  falfe  ;  if  fo,. 

My  poor  Cafialio  lofes  all  for  me ; 

I  wonder  though  he  made  fuch  Hafte  to  leave  me  jt 
Was’t  not  unkind,  Florella  !  furely  ’twas! 

He  fcarce  afforded  one  kind  parting  Word, 

But  went  away  fo  cold  :  The  Kifs  he  gave  me 
Seem’d  the  forc’d  Compliment  of  fated  Love. 

Would  I  had  never  marry’d  ! 

MAID. 

Why? 

MONIMIA. 

Methinks 

The  Scene’s  quite  alter’d  ;  I  am  n  ot  the  fame ; 

I’ve  bound  up  for  myfelf  a  Weight  of  Cares, 

And  how  the  Burden  will  be  borne  none  knows. 

A  Hufband  may  be  jealous,  rigid,  falfe; 

And  fhould  Cafialio  e’er  prove  fo  to  me ; 

So  tender  is  my  Heart,  fo  nice  my  Love, 

’T would  ruin  and  diftrafl  my  Reft  for  ever. 

MAIBo 
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MAID. 

Madam,  he’s  comin°-. 

MON  I M I  A. 

Where,  Florella?  where? 

Is  he  returning  ?  To  my  Chamber  lead  ; 

I’ll  meet  him  there  :  The  My  Series  of  our  Love 
Should  be  kept  private  as  Religious  Rites', 

From  the  unhallow’d  View  of  common  Eyes. 

[Exeunt  Mon.  and  Maid. 

Enter  Castaiio, 

C  AST  ALIO. 

Wifh’d  Morning’s  come  !  And  now  upon  the  Plains 
And  diilar.t  Mountains,  where  they  feed  their  Flocks, 
The  happy  Shepherds  leave  their  homely  Huts, 

And  with  their  Pipes  proclaim  the  new-born  Day. 

The  lufty  Swain  comes  with  his  well  fill’d  Scrip 
Of  healthful  Viands,  which,  when  Hunger  calls. 

With  much  Content  and  Appetite  he  eats. 

To  follow  in  the  Fields  his  daily  Toil, 

And  drefs  the  grateful  Glebe,  that  yields  him  Fruits. 
The  Bealls  that  under  the  warm  Hedges  Hep t. 

And  weather’d  out  the  cold  bleak  Night,  are  up. 

And  locking  towards  the  neighb’ring  Pafiures,  raife 
Their  Voice,  and  bid  their  Fellow-brutes  Good-morrow  ; 
The  chearful  Birds  too,  on  the  Tops  of  Trees, 

Affemble  all  in  Choirs,  and  with  their  Notes 
Salute  and  welcome  up  the  rifing  Sun. 

There’s  no  Condition  fure  fo  curs’d  as  mine; 

I’m  marry’d  !  ’Sdeath  !  I’m  fped.  How  like  a  Dog 
Look’d  Hercules,  thus  to  a  XDilhafF  chain’d  ? 

Mcnimia  !  oh  Monimia  ! 

Enter  Monimia,  and  Maid. 
MONIMIA. 

I  come, 

I  fly  to  my  ador’d  Cajlalid'z  Arms, 

My  Wiihes  Lord.  May  every  Morn  begin 
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Like  this ;  and  with  our  Days  our  Loves  renew. 

Now  I  may  hope  you  are  fatisfy’d — — - * 

\Looking  languijhingly  on  him. 

CAST  AL  10. 

I  am 

Well  fatisfy’d,  that  thou  art'  ■■  -Oh- - — 

M  ONI  MIA. 

What  ?  fpeak : 

Art  thou  not  well,  Caftalio  ?  Come,  lean 
Upon  my  Ereaft,  and  tell  me  where’s  thy  Pain. 

CAST  ALIO. 

’Tis  here!  ’tis  in  my  Head  ;  ’tis  in  my  Heart, 

’Tis  every  where ;  it  rages  like  a  Madnefs ; 

And  I  mod;  wonder  how  my  B.eafon  holds ; 

Nay,  wonder  not,  Monimia  :  the  Slave 
You  thought  you  had  fecur’d  within  my  Breafl, 

Is  grown  a  Rebel,  and  has  broke  his  Chain, 

And  now  he  walks  there  like  a  Lord  at  large. 

MONIMIA. 

Am  I  not  then  your  Wife,  your  lov’d  Monimia  ? 

I  once  was  fo,  or  I’ve  moft  ftrangely  dream’t. 

What  ails  my  Love  ? 

C  A  ST  A  L  I  O. 

What  e’er  thy  Dreams  have  been. 
Thy  waking  Thoughts  ne’er  meant  Cajlalio  well. 

No  more,  Monimia,  of  your  Sex’s  Arts, 

They  are  ufelefs  all  :  I’m  not  that  pliant  Tool, 

That  neceftary  Utenlil  you’d  make  me, 

I  know  my  Charter  better — I  am  Man, 

Obftinate  Man;  and  will  not  be  enflav’d. 

MONIMIA. 

You  ftiall,  nor  fear’t :  Indeed  my  Nature’s  eafy. 

I’ll  ever  live  your  moft  obedient  Wife, 

Nor  ever  any  Privilege  pretend 

Beyond  your  Will ;  for  that  fhall  be  my  Law  ; 

Indeed  I  will  not. 


CAS- 
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CAS  TA  L  10. 

Nay,  you  fhall  not.  Madams 
By  yon  bright  Heav’n,  you  fhall  not ;  all  the  Day 
I’ll  play  the  Tyrant,  and  at  Night  forfake  thee  ; 

’Till  by  Afflictions  and  continued  Cares, 

I’ve  worn  thee  to  a  homely  houfhold  Drudge : 

Nay,  if  I’ve  any  too,  thou  fhalt  be  made 
Subfervient  to  all  my  loofer  Pleafures, 

For  thou  Fall:  wrong’d  Cajtalio. 

MO  NIMIJ. 

No  more  ; 

Oh  kill  me  here,  cr  tell  me  my  Offence, 

I’ll  never  quit  you  elfe  ;  but  on  thefe  Knees, 

Thus  follow  you  all  Day,  ’till  th’are  worn  bare. 

And  hang  upon  you  like  a  drowning  Creature. 

Cajlalio - 

CAST  ALIO. 

Away;  laft  Night,  lafl  Night. 
MONIMIA. 

It  was  our  Wedding-night. 

CAST  ALL  O. 

No  more,  forget  it, 

MONIMIA. 

Why  ?  Do  you  then  repent  ? 

CAST  A  L  10. 

I  do. 

MONIMIA. 

Oh  Heav’n  1 

And  will  you  leave  me  thus  ?  help,  help,  Florella. 

[He  drags  her  to  fbe  Door ,  and  breaks  from  her. 
Help  me  to  hold  this  yet  lov’d  cruel  Man. 

Oh  my  Heart  breaks - I’m  dying,  Oh— fland  off; 

•  I’ll  not  indulge  this  Woman’s  Weaknefs  ;  flill 
C'haft,  and  fomented,  let  my  Heart  fwell  on, 

’Till  with  its  Injuries  it  burft,  and  fhake 
With  the  dire  Blow  this  Prifon  to  the  Earth. 
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MAID. 

What  fad  Miftake  has  been  the  Caufe  of  this  ? 

MO  N I  M I  A. 

Cajlalio  :  Oh  !  how  often  has  he  fwore, 

Nature  fhould  change,  the  Sun  and  Stars  grow  dark. 
Ere  he  would  falfify  his  Vows  to  me. 

Make  halbe,  Confufion,  then  :  Sun  lofe  thy  Light, 
And  Stars  drop  dead  with  Sorrow  to  the  Earth.; 

For  my  Cajlalio' s  falfe. 

MAID. 

Unhappy  Day! 

MO  NIMIA. 

Falfe  as  .the  Wind,  the  Water,  or  the  Weather  > 
Cruel  as  Tygers  o’er  their  trembling  Prey. 

I  feel  him  in  my  Bread:,  he  tears  my  Heart, 

And  at-each  Sigh  he  drinks  the  gulhing  Blood  ; 

•Mud  I  be  long  in  Pain  ? 

’  Enter  C  h  a  M  O  n  t. 

C  HA  MO  NT. 

In  Tears,  Mom  mi  a  ! 

MO  NIMIA. 

Who  e’er  thou  art. 

Leave  me  alone  to  my'belov’d  Defpair. 

C  HA  M  O  N  T. 

Lift  up  thy  Eyes,  and  fee  who  comes  to  cheer  thee. 
Tell  me  the  Story  of  thy  Wrongs,  and  then 
See  if-my  Soul  has  Reft  ’till  thou  haft  Juftice. 

MO  NIMIA. 

My  Brother  ! 

C  HA  MO  NT. 

Yes,  Monirr.ia,  if  thou  think’ft 
That  I  deferve  the  Name,  I  am  thy  Brother. 

MO  N I  MI  A. 

Oh  Cajlalio  7 

CHAMONT. 
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Name  me  that  Name  again !  My  Soul’s  on  fire 
■’Till  I  know  all :  There’s  Meaning  in  that  Name. 

I  know  he  is  thy  Hufband  :  Therefore  truft  me 

With  all  the  following  Truth - 

MONIMIA. 

Indeed,  Cbatnont , 

There’s  nothing  in  it  but  the  Fault  of  Nature  : 

I’m  often  thus  feiz’d  fudaenly  with  Grief, 

I  know  not  why. 

C  HA  M  0  N  T. 

You  ufe  me  ill,  Monimia  ; 

And  I  might  think  with  Juftice  moll  feverely 
OF  this  unfaithful  Dealing  with  your  Brother. 
MONIMIA. 

Truly  I’m  not  to  blame  :  Suppofe  I’m  fond. 

And  grieve  for  what  as  much  may  pleafe  another. 
Should  I  upbraid  the  deareft  Friend  on  Earth 
For  the  firlt  Fault?  you  would  notdofo:  Would  you  ? 
C  HAM  0  NT. 

Not  if  I’d  Caufe  to  think  it  was  a  Friend. 
MONIMIA. 

Why  do  you  then  call  this  unfaithful  Dealing  ? 

I  ne’er  conceal’d  my  Soul  from  you  before  : 

Bear  with  me  now,  and  fearch  my  Wounds  no  farther. 
For  every  Probing  pains  me  to  the  Heart. 

C  HA  MO  N  r. 

’Tis  fign  there’s  Danger,  and  muft  be  prevented. 
Where’s  your  new  Hulband?  Still  thatThought  difturbs  you. 
What,  only  anfwer  me  with  Tears  ?  Cajlalio  ! 

Nay,  now  they  ftream, 

Cruel  unkind  Cajlalio  !  Is’t  not  fo  ? 

M  O  NIMIA. 

I  cannot  fpeak,  Grief  flows  fo  fall  upon  me. 

It  chokes  and  will  not  let  me  tell  the  Caufe. 

C  H AMO  NT. 

Oh,  my  Monimia,  to  my  Soul  thou’rt  dear. 

As  Honour  to  my  Name  :  Dear  as  the  Light 
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^To  Eyes  but  juft  reftor’d,  and  heal’d  of  Blindnefs. 

Why  wilt  thou  not  repofe  within  my  Breaft 
The  Anguiih  that  torments  thee  ? 

MO  N I  MI  A. 

Oh !  I  dare  hot. 

C  HAMONT. 

I  have  no  Friend  but  thee :  We  muft  confide 
In  one  another  :  Two  unhappy  Orphans, 

Alas,  we  are  ;  and  when  I  fee  thee  grieve* 

Methinks  it  is  a  Part  of  me  that  fuffers. 

MONIMIA. 

Oh  (houldft  thou  know  the  Cauleof  my  Lamenting* 
I’m  fatisfy’d,  Chamo'nt ,  that  thou  wouldftfcorn  me  j 
Thou  wouidit  defpife  the  abjedt  loft  Monimia, 

No  more  wouldft  praife  this  hated  Beauty  ;  but 
When  in  fome  Cel!  diftra&ed,  as  I  (hall  be. 

Thou  feed  me  lie ;  theTe  unregarded  Locks 
Matted  like  Furies  Tre(i«<s;  my  poor  Limbs 
Chain’d  to  the  Ground,  and  ’Head  of  the  Delights 
Which  happy  Lovers  tafte,  my  Keeper’s  Stripes, 

A  Bed  of  Straw,  and  a  coarfe  wooden  Di(h 
Of  wretched  Suftenance  ;  when  thus  thou  feed  me, 
Pr’ythee  have  Charity  and  Pity  for  me. 

Let  me  enjoy  this  Thought. 

C  HA  MO  NT. 

Why  ttfilt  thotx  rack 

My  Soul  fo  long,  Monimia?  Eafe  me  quickly; 

Or  thou  wilt  run  me  into  Madnefs  firft. 

MONIMIA. 

Could  you  be  fecret  ? 

C  HAMONT.  .. 

Secret  as  the  Grave. 
MONIMIA . 

But  when  I’ve  told  you,  will  you  keep  your  Fury 
Within  its  Bounds  ?  Will  you  not  do  fome  rafh 
And  horrid  Mifchief  ?  for  indeed,  Chamont , 

You  would  not  think  how  hardly  I’ve  been  us’d 
Vot.  HI.  D 
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From  a  near  Friend  ;  from  one  that  has  my  Soul 
A  Slave,  and  therefore  treats  it  like  a  Tyrant. 

C  HA  M  O  NT. 

I  will  be  calm  ;  but  has  dajialio  wrong’d  thee  ? 
Has  he  already  wafted  all  his  Love  ? 

What  has  he  done  ?  quickly;  for  Tm  all  trembling 
With  Expe&ation  of  a  horrid  Tale. 

MON I MIA 

Oh  !  could  you  think  it  1 

CHAMO  NT, 

What  ? 

MON  IMIA. 

I  fear  he’ll  kill  me. 

C  HA  MO  NT. 

Hah  1 

MO  N IMIA. 

Indeed  I  do  ;  he’s  ftrangely  cruel  to  me, 

Which  if  it  lafts,  I’m  fure  muft  break  my  Heart. 

€  HA  MO  NT. 

WTat  has  he  done  ?• 

MON  I  MI  A. 

Moft  barbaroufly  us’d  me  : 
Nothing  fo  kind  as  he,  when  in  my  Arms  ; 

In  thoufand  Kifles,  tender  Sighs  and  Joys, 

Not  to  be  thought  again,  the  Night  was  wafted  ; 

At  D  awn  of  Day  he  rofe,  and  left  his  Conqueft. 
But  when  we  met,  and  I  with  open  Arms 
Ran  to  embrace  the  Lord  of  all  my  Wilhes, 

Oh  then  1 

C  IIA MO  NT. 

Go  on  ! 

M  ONI  MI  A.. 

He  threw  me  from  his  Breaft, 
Like  a  detefted  Sin. 

CHAMO  N'T. 
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MONIMIA. 

As  I  hung  too 

tjpon  his  Knees,  and  begg’d  to-know  the  Caufe, 

He  dragg’d  me  like  a  Slave  upori  tlje  Earth, 

And  had  no  Pity  on  my  Cries.  I  "...  :'i 

C  HA  MO  NT. } 

How  !  did  he 

t)afh  thee  difdainfully  away  with  Scorn  ! 

MON  I  MIA 

He  did  ;  and  more  I  fear,  will  ne’er  be  Friends^ 
Though  I  ftill  love  him  with  unbated  Paffion. 

C HA MO  NT 

What,  throw  thee  from  him  1 

MON  I  MU. 

Yes,  indeed  he  did. 

C  HA  MO  NT. 

So  may  Jthis  Arm 

Throw  him  to  th*  Earth*  like  a  dead  Dog  defpis’d  j 
Lamenefs  and  L'eprofy,  Blindhefs  and  Lunacy, 

Poverty,  Shame,  Pride,  and  the  Name  of  Villain 
Light  on  me,  if,  Cajialio,  I  forgive  thee. 

MO  N I  MIA. 

Nay,  now,  Chamont ,  art  thou  unkind  as  he  is : 

Didft  thou  not  promife  me  thou  wouldft  be  calm  ? 

Keep  my  Difgrace  conceal’d  ?  why  fhouldft  thou  kill  him  ? 
By  all  my  Love,  this  Arm  Ihould  do  him 'Vengeance. 
Alas,  I  love  him  ftill,  and  though  I  ne’er 
Clafp  him  again  within  thefe  longing  Arm's, 

Yet  blefs  him,  blcfs  him  (Gods)  where-e’er  he  goes* 

Enter  Acasto. 

A  CAST  O. 

Sure  fome  ill  Fate  is  towards  me;  in  my  Houfe 
I  only  meet  with  Oddnefs  and  Diforder; 

Each  Vaftal  has  a  wild  diftra&ed  Face  ; 

And  looks  as  full  of  Bufinefs  as  a  Blockhead 
In  Times  of  Danger  :  Juft  this  very  Moment 

•  ■  --  D  2  I  met 
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I  met  Cajtalio ■—  ■  ■ 

CHAM ONT . 

Then  you  met  a  Villain* 
ACASTO . 

kah! 

C  H AMO  NT. 

Yes,  a  Villain. 

ACASTO. 

Have  a  care,  young  Soldier, 

How  diou*rt  too  bufy  with  Acajio’s  Fame  ; 

I  have  a  Sword,  my  Arm’s  good  old  Acquaintance/ 
Villain  to  thee  — ■  • 

C  HA  MO  NT. 

Gurfe  on  thy  fcandalous  Age, 
Which  hinders  me  to  rulh  upon  thy  Throat, 

And  tear  the  Root  up  of  that  curs’d  Bramble  ! 

ACASTO. 

Ungrateful  Ruffian  !  fure  my  good  old  Friend 
Was  ne’er  thy  Father  ;  nothing  of  him’s  in  thee : 

What  have  I  done  in  my  unhappy  Age, 

To  be  thus  us’d  ?  I  fcorn  to  upbraid  thee,  Boy, 

But  I  could  put  thee  in  Remembrance— 

C  HA  MO  NT. 

Do* 

ACASTO. 

I  fc*rn  it— 

C  HA  MO  NT. 

No,  I’ll  calmly  hear  the  Story, 

Fer  l  would  fain  know  all,  to  fee  which  Scale 
Weighs  mod — Hah,  is  not  that  good  old  Acajio  ? 

What  have  I  done  ?  Can  you  forgive  this  Folly  ? 
ACASTO. 

Why  doll  thou  alk  it  ? 

CHAMO  NT. 

’Twas  the  rude  G’erflowing 

Oftoo  much  Paffion ;  pray,  my  Lord,  forgive  me.  [•&*»£• 
;  ;  .  ACASTO. 
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AC  A  STO. 

Mock  me  not,  Youth  ;  I  can  revenge  a  Wrong, 

C  HA  MO  NT, 

I  know  it  well ;  but  for  this  Thought  of  mine* 
pity  a  Madman’s  Frenzy,  and  forget  it. 

ACASTO. 

I  will;  but  henceforth,  pr’ythee  be  more  kind. 

\Raifes  bjffi. 

Whence  came  the  Caufe  ? 

CHAM  ONT. 

Indeed  I’ve  been  to  blame. 

But  I’ll  learn  better;  for  you’ve  been  my  Father  : 
You’ve  been  her  Father  too—  [Takes  Mon.  by  the  Han$. 

ACASTO. 

Forbear  the  Prologue - - 

And  let  me  know  the  Subfiance  of  thy  Tale, 

C  HA  MO  N  T. 

You  took  her  up  a  little  tender  Flower, 

Juft  fprouted  on  a  Bank,  which  the  next  Frofl: 

Had  nipt ;  and  with  a  careful  loving  Hand, 
Tranfplanted  her  into  your  own  fair  Garden, 

Where  the  Sun  always  fhines :  There  long  fee  fkmrifh’d* 
Grew  fweet  to  Senfe,  and  lovely  to  the  Eye, 

'Till  at  the  lad  a  cruel  Spoiler  came, 

Cropt  this  fair  Rofe,  and  rifled  all  its  Sweetnefs, 

Then  call  it  like  a  loathfome  Weed  away. 

ACASTO. 

You  talk  to  me  in  Parables ;  Chamont , 

You  may  have  known  that  I’m  no  wordy  Man; 

Fine  Speeches  are  the  Inftruments  of  Knayes 
Or  Fools,  that  ufe  ’em,  when  they  want  good  Senfe; 
But  Honefty 

Needs  no  Difgulfe  nor  Ornament  ;  be  plain. 

C  HA  MO  NT. 

ACA'STO , 

I’ve  two,  and  both  I  hope  have  Honour.. 

D  3  C  H  A- 


Your  Son 
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CHAMONT. 

I  hope  fo  too— —but - 

A  CAS  TO. 

Speak. 

C  HA  MO  NT. 

I  muft  inform  you, 

Once  more,  Cafitdio - - 

•  ;  A  CAS  TO. 

Still,  C aft  alio  ? 

CHAMO  NT. 

Yes, 

Your  Son  C aft  alio  has  wrong’d  Monimia . 

A  CAS  TO.  ! 

Hah  !  wrong’d  her  ? 

CHAMO  N  T. 

Marry’d  her. 

ACASTO. 

I’m  forry  for’t. 

CHAMO  NT. 

Why  fo  ry  ? 

By  yon  bleft  Heav’n  there’s  not  a  Lord 
But  might  be  proud  to  take  her  to  his  Heart. 

ACASTO. 

i’ll  not  deny’t. 

CHAMO  NT. 

You  dare  not,  by  the  Gods, 

You  dare  not ;  all  your  Family  combin’d 
In  one  damn’d  Falahood  to  out-do  CaJlalio3 
Dare  not  deny’t. 

,  ACASTO. 

How  has  Cajlalio  wrong’d  her  ? 
CHAMO  N  T. 

Aik  that  of  him  :  I  fay,  my  Sifter’s  wrong’d  : 
Monimia,  my  Sifter,  born  as  high 

And  noble  as  Cajlalio - Do  her  Juftice, 

Or  by  the  Gods,  I’ll  lay  a  Scene  of  Blood, 

Shall  make  this  Dwelling  horrible  to  Nature. 


I’ll 
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I’ll  cfo’t ;  hgrkyou,  my  Lord,  your  Son  Crfalio, 

Take  hjm  to  you;  Clofet,  and  there  teach  him  Manners, 

ACASTO. 

You  fhall  have  Juftice. 

CHAMO  NT.  i 

Nay - 1  will  have  juftice. 

Whs’ll  deep  in  Safety  that  has  done  me  Wrong  ? 

My  Lord,  I’ll  not  difturb  you  to  repeat 
The  Caufe  of  this  ;  I  beg  you  (to  preferve 
Your  Houfe’s  Honour)  afk  it  of  Cajialio . 

A  casto. 

I- will.  - 


Monimia , 


CHAMO  NT. 

’Till  then  farewel -  [£wV. 

ACASTO . 

Farewel,  proud  Boy. 

MONIMIA. 

My  Lord. 

ACASTO. 

You  are  my  Daughter. 

MONIMIA. 


I  am,  my  Lord,  .if  you’ll  vouchfefe  to  own  me. 

ACASTO.  - 

When  you’ll  complain  to  me,  I’ll  prove  a  Father.  [Exit, 

MONIMIA. 

Now 'I’m  undone  for  ever  :  Who  on  Earth 
Is  there  fo  wretched  as  Monimia  ? 

Firfh  by  Cajialio  cruelly  forfaken  ; 

I’ve  \oft.Acafio  nOw  :  His  parting  Frowns 
May  well  inftrutt  me.  Rage  is  in  his  Heart  j 
I  fhall  be  next  abandon’d  to  my  Fortune, 

Thruft  out  a  naked  Wand’rer  to  the  World, 

And  branded  for  the  mifchievous  Monimia ; 

What  will  become  of  me  ?  My  cruel  Brother 
Is  framing  Mifchiefs  too,  for  ought  I  know. 

That  may  produce  Bloodlhed,  and  horrid  Murder  : 

D  4  ~  I  would 
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I  would  not  be  the  Caufe  of  one  Man’s  Death, 

To  reign  the  Emprefs  of  the  Earth  ;  nay,  more. 

I’d  rather  lofe  for  ever  my  Cajialio, 

My  dear  unkind  Cajlalio. 

Efiier  POLYDOH. 

P O  L  r  D  0  R  E. 

Mcnimia  weeping ! 

So  Morning  Dews  on  new-blown  Rofes  lodge. 

By  the  Sun’s  amorous  Heat  to  be  exhal’d. 

I  come  my  Love,  to  kifs  all  Sorrow  from  thee. 

What  mean  thefe  Sighs  ?  And  why  thus  beats  thy  Heajt  ? 

MON1M1A. 

Let  me  alone  to  Sorrow  :  ’Tis  a  Caufe 
None  ere  ihall  know  ;  but  it  /hall  with  me  die. 

PO  LTD  ORE. 

Happy,  Monimia,  he,  to  whom  thefe  Sighs, 

Thefe  Tears,  and  all  thefe  Langui/hings  are  paid! 

I  am  no  Stranger  to  your  deareft  Secret ; 

J  know  your  Heart  was  never  meant  for  me. 

That  Jewel’s  for  an  elder  Brother’s  Price. 

MON1M1A. 

My  Lord ! 

POLTDORE. 

Nay,  wonder  not  ;  laft  Night  I  heard 
His  Oaths,  your  Vows,  and  to  my  Torment  faw 
Your  wild  Embraces :  Heard  the  Appointment  made : 

I  did,  Monimia,  and  I  curft  the  Sound. 

Wilt  thou  be  fworn,  my  Love  ?  will  thou  be  ne’er 
Unkind  again  ? 

MO  NIM1A. 

Banifh  fuch  fruitlefs  Hopes ! 

Have  you  fworn  Conftancy  to  my  Undoing  ? 

Will  you  be  ne’er  my  Friend  again  ? 

POLTDORE. 

What  means  my  Love  ? 
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MO  N I  MI  A. 

Away  ;  what  meant  my  Lord  s? 

Laft  Night  ? 

POLTDORE. 

Is  that  a  Queftion  now  to  be  demanded  ? 

I  hope  Mcninia  was  not  much  difpleas’d. 

MONIMIA. 

Was  it  well  done  to  treat  me  like  a  Proftitute, 
T’aflault  my  Lodging  at  the  dead  of  Night, 

And  threaten  me  if  I  deny’d  Admittance  ■» 

You  faid  you  were  Caftalio - 

POLTDORE. 

By  thofe  Eyes  T 

It  was  the  fame  ;  I  fpent  my  Time  much  better  j 
I  tell  thee,  ill-natur’d  fair  One,  I  was  polled 
To  more  Advantage  on  apleafant  Hill 
Of  fpringing  Joy,  and  everlafting  Sweetnefs . 

MON  IM  I  A, 

Hah-— —have  a  Care - 

POLTDORE. 

Where  is  the  Danger  near  me  7 
MONIMIA.. 

I  fear  you’re  on  a  Rock  will  wreck  your  Quiet, 

And  drown  your  Soul  in  Wretchednefs  for  ever  ; 

A  thoufand  horrid  Thoughts  crowd  on  my  Memory, 
Will  you  be  kind  and  anfwer  me  one  Queftion  7 
POLTDORE. 

I’d  truft  thee  with  my  Life  on  thofe  foft  Breafts  j 
Breathe  out  the  choiceft  Secrets  of  my  Heart  ; 

’Till  I  had  nothing  in  it  left  but  Love. 

MONIMIA. 

Nay,  I’ll  conjure  you  by  the  Gods,  and  Angels^ 

By  the  Honour  of  your  Name,  that’s  moft  concern’d, 

To  tell  me,  Polydore,  and  tell  me  truly, 

Where  did  you  reft  laft  Night  ? 

POLTDORE. 

Within  thy  Arms 
D  5  I  tri- 
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I  triumph’d  :  Reft  had  been  my  Foe. 

MO  NIMIA. 

’Tis  done— 
POLTDORE. 

She  faints  !  No  Help  !  who  waits  ?  a  Curfe 
Upon  my  Vanity,  that  could  not  keep 
The  Secret  of  my  Happinefs  in  Silence. 

Gonfufron  !  we  {hall  be  furpriz’d  anon, 

And  confequently  all  muft  be  betray’d, 

Monimia  !  fhe  breathes - Monimia — - * 

MO  N I  Ml  A. 

Well- 

Let  Mifchiefs  multiply  !  Let  every  Hour 
Of  my  loath’d  Life  yield  me  Increafe  of  Horror  ! 
Oh  let  the  Suit  to  thefe  unhappy  Eyes 
Ne’er  fhine  again,  but  be  eclips’d  for  ever  ! 

May  every  thing  I  look  on  feem  a  Prodigy,  -  . 

To  fill  my  Soul  with  Terrors*  ’till  I  quite  .. 
Forget  I  ever  had  Humanity, 

And  grow  a  Curfer  of  the  Works  of  Nature  ! 

POLTDORE. 

What  means  all  this  ? 

MONIMIA. 

Oh,  Pclydore,  if  all 
The  Friendihip  e^er  you  vow’d  to  good  C  aft  alio 
Pe  not  a  Fallhocd,  if  you  ever  lov’d 
Your  Brother,  you’ve  undone  yourfelf  and  me. 

POLTDORE. 

Which 'Way  can  Ruin  reach  the  Man  that’s  rich, 
As  I  am,  in  Pofleffion  of  thy  Sweetnefs  ? 

MONIMIA. 

Oh,  I’m  his  Wife. 

POLTDORE. 

What  fays  Monimia  !  hah  ! 

Speak  that  again. 

MO  N  I  M  I  A. 

I  am  Caftalio' s  Wife. 


PO  LT- 


Tiie  Or  p  •  h  a  -n, 

P  O  LT  D  O  RE. 

His  marry’d,  wedded  Wife  ? 

,  MO  N I  MI  A. 

Yefterday’s  Sun 

Saw  it  perform’d. 

PO  LYDO  RE. 

*  And  then  have  I  enjoy’d 

My  Brother’s  Wife  ? 

MONIMIA. 

As  furely  as  we -both 

Mull  tafte  of  Mifery,  that  Guilt  is  thine, 

POLTDORE. 

Mull  we  be  miferable  then  ? 

MONIMIA. 


.  \ 


OJi  ! 

POLTDORE . 

Oh !  thou  may’ll  yet  be  happy  ? 

MONIMIA . 

Couldll  thou  be 

Happy  with  fuch  a  Weight  upon  thy  Soul  i- 

POLTDORE. 

It  may  be  yet  a  Secret :  I’ll  go  try 
Td  reconcile  and  bring  Cajlalio  to  thee, 

Whilft  from  the  World  I  take  myfelf  away. 

And  waftc  my  Life  in  Penance  for  my  Sin. 

MONIMIA. 

Tjien  thou  wouidft  more  undo  me  :  Heap  a  Load  ' 
Of  added  Sins  upon  my  wretched  Head  : 

Wouidft  thou  again  have  me  betray  thy  Brother, 

And  bring  Pollution  to  his  Arms?  curft  Thought J 
Oh  when  lhall  1  be  mad  indeed  ! 

POLTDORE. 

,  .  Nay  then  ■ 

Let  us  embrace,  and  from  this  very  Moment 
Vow  an  eternal  Mifery  together. 


MONIMIA. 

And  wilt  thou  be  a  very  faithful  Wretch  ? 

.  :  D  6 
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Never  grow  fond  of  chearful  Peace  again  ? 

'Wilt  thou  with  me  ftudy  to  be  unhappy, 

And  find  out  Ways  how  to  increafe  Affliction  ? 

POLTDO  RE. 

We’ll  inftitute  new  Arts  unknown  before, 

/To  vary  Plagues,  and  make  ’em  look  like  new  ones. 
Firlt,  if  the  Fruit  of  our  detefted  Joy, 

A  Child  be  born,  it  fhall  be  murder’d—— 

M  0  N 1M1A. 

No, 

Sure  that  may  live. 

POLYDORE. 

Why? 

MO  NIMI A. 

To  become  a  thing 

More  wretched  than  its  Parents,  to  be  branded 
With  all  our  Infamy,  and  curfe  its  Birth. 

POLYDORE. 

That’s  well  contriv’d  ;  then  thus  let’s  go  together. 
Full  of  our  Guilt,  diflraCted  where  to  roam. 

Like  the  firfl  wretched  Pair  expell’d  their  Paradife. 
Let’s  find  fome  Place  where  Adders  nefl  in  Winter, 
Loathfome  and  venomous  :  where  Poifons  hang 
Like  Gums  againft  the  Walls ,-  where  Witches  meet 
By  Night,  and  feed  upon  fome  pamper’d  Imp, 

Fat  with  the  Blood  of  Babes  :  There  we’ll  inhabit, 
And  live  up  to.  the  Height  of  Defperation  ; 

Defire  fhall  languifh  like  a  withering  Flower, 

And  no  Piftir.&ion  of  the  Sex  be  thought  of. 

Horrors  fhall  fright  me  from  thofe  pleafing  Harms, 
And  I’ll  no  more  be  caught  with  Beauty’s  Charms, 

But  when  I’m  dying  take  me  in  thy  Arms,  [Ext- 
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ACTV.  SCENE  I. 

C  a  s  t  A  L  1  o  Ground . 

S„0  N  G. 

I. 

COME,  all  ye  T iuths,  whofe  Hearts  e'er  bled 
By  cruel  Beauty's  Pride, 

Bring  each  a  Garland  on  bis  Head, 

Let  none  his  Sorrows  hide. 

But  Hand  in  Hand  around  me  mote. 

Singing  the  faddejl  Tales  of  Lot e; 

And  fee,  when  your  Complaints  ye  join, 

'If  all  your  Wrongs  can  equal  mine. 

cr-s  ,  IL 

lbe  bappief  Mortal  once  was  I, 

My  Heart  no  Sorrows  knew. 

Pity  the  Pain  with  which  I  die. 

But  afk  not  whence  it  grew. 

Yet  if  a  tempting  Fair  you  find 

That's  tery  lowly,  very  kind, 

rJf.bkrilht  alHea‘v'n’  Stamp fihe  bears, 

Think  of  my  fate,  and  fhun  her  Snares. 

CAST  ALIO. 

See  where  the  Deer  trot  after  one  another, 

Male  Female  Father,  Daughter,  Mother,  Son, 
Brother  and  Sifter  mingled  all  together ; 

F.O  Difcontent  they  know,  but  in  delightful 
Wildnefs  and  Freedom,  pleafant  Springs,  frefh  Herbage 
Calm  Harbours,  lufty  Health  and  Innocence,  ^ 
Enjoy  their  Portion;  if  they  fee  a  Man, 

How  will  they  turn  together  all,  and  gaze 
Upon  the  Monfter -  6 

Onc$ 
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Once  in  a  Seafon  too  they  tafte  of  Love  i 
Only  the  Beaft  of  Reafon  is  its  Slave, 

And  in  that  Folly  drudges  all  the  Year. 

Enter  A  c  a  s  TO. 

ACASTO. 

Cajialio  !  Cajialio  / 

C  AST  AL  10. 

Who’s  there  fo  wretched  but  to  name  Cajialio ? 

AC  AS  TO. 

I  hope  my  Meflage  may  fucceed.  '  ■ 

C  AST  ALIO. 

My  Father, 

’Tis  Joy  to  fee  you,  though  where  Sorrow’s  nourilh’d. 

ACASTO. 

I’m  come,  in  Beauty’s  Caufe  ;  you’ll  guefs  the  reft.  . 

C  AST  ALIO. 

A  Woman  !  if  you  love  my  Peace  of  Mind, 

Name  not  a  Woman  to  me but  to  think 
Of  Woman  were  enough  to  taint  my  Brains, 

’Till  they  ferment  to  Madnefs !  Oh  !  my  Father, 

ACASTO. 

What  ails  my  Boy  ? 

C  AST  ALIO. 

A  Woman  is  the  thing 

I  would  forget,  and  blot  from  my  Remembrance. 

ACASTO. 

Forget  Monimia  ! 

C  AST  ALIO. 

She  to  chufe  :  Monimia  / 

The  very  Sound’s  ungrateful  to  my  Senfe. 

ACASTO. 

This  might  feem  ftrange ;  but  you  I’ve  found  will  hide 
Your  Heart  from  me  ;  you  dare  net  truft  year  Father. 

C  AST  ALIO. 

No  more  Monimia, 

.  J 
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The  Orphan. 

acasto. 

Is  Ihe  not  your  Wife? 

C  AST  ALIO. 

So  much  the  worfe  :  who  loves  to  hear  of  Wife  ? 
When  you  would  give  all  worldly  Plagues  a  Name 
Worfe  than  they  have  already,  call  ’em  Wife  : 

But  a.new-married  Wife’s  a  feeming  Mifchief, 

Full  of  herfelf :  Why,  what  a  deal  of  Horror 
Has  that  poor  Wretch  to  come,  that  wedded  Yefterday  ? 
ACASTO. 

Cajlalio,  you  muft  go  along  with  me. 

And  fee  Monimia. 

CASTALIO. 

Sure,  my  Lord  but  mocks  me  : 

Go  fee  Monimia  !  Pray,  my  Lord,  excufe  me ; 

And  leave  the  Conduit  of  this  Part  of  Life 
To  my  own  Choice. 

ACASTO. 

I  fay,  no  more  Difpute. 

Complaints  are  made  to  me,  that  you  have  wrong’d  her. 

C  AST  ALIO. 

Who  has  complain’d  ? 

ACASTO. 

Her  Brother  to  my  Face  proclaim’d  her  wrong’d  ■ 

And  in  fuch  Terms  they’ve  warm’d  me. 

CASTA  LIO.  [that  f1 

What  Terms  ?  her  Brother  !  Heav’n !  Where  learnt  Ihe 
What,  does  Ihe  fend  her  Hero  with  Defiance  ? 

He  durft  not  fure  affront  you  ? 

ACASTO. 

No,  not  much* 


But- 


C  AST  ALIO. 

Speak,  what  faid  he  ? 

ACASTO. 

*  •  *•  That  thou  wert  a  Villain  : 


Methinks  I  would  not  have  thee  thought  a  Villain. 


CAS - 
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CAST  ALIO. 

Shame  on  th'ill-manner’d  Brute ;  your  Age  fecur’d  him, 
Ke  durft  not  elfe  have  faid  fo. 

ACASTO. 

By  my  Sword, 

I  would  not  fee  thee  wrong’d,  and  bear  it  vilely  ; 
Though  I  have  part  my  Word  lhe  fhall  have  Juftice. 
CAST  ALIO. 

r 

Juftice !  to  give  her  Juftice  wou’d  undo  her: 

Think  you  this  Solitude  I  now  had  chofen. 

Left  Joys  juft  opening  to  my  Senfe,  fought  here 
A  Place  to  curfe  my  Fate  in,  meafur’d  out 
My  Grave  at  length,  wilh’d  to  have  grown  one  Piece 
With  this  cold  Clay,  and  all  without  a  Caufe  ? 

Enter  Chamont.. 

CHAMONT. 

Where  is  the  Hero  famous  and  renown’d 
For  wronging  Innocence,  and  breaking  Vows.: 

Whofe  mighty  Spirit,  and  whofe  ftubborn  Heart, 

No  Woman  can  appeafe,  nor  Man  provoke  ? 

ACASTO. 

I  guefs,  Chamont,  you  come  to  feek  C aft  alio. 
CHAMONT. 

I  come  to  feek  the  Hufband  of  Monimitu 
C  AST  A  L  10. 

The  Slave  is  here. 

CHAMONT. 

I  thought  ere  now  to  have  found  yon 
Atoning  for  the  Ills  you’ve  done  Chamont : 

For  you  have  wrong’d  the  deareft  Part  of  him. 

Monimia,  young  Lord,  weeps  in  this  Heart; 

And  all  the  Tears  thy  Injuries  have  drawn. 

From  her  poor  Eyes  are  Drops  of  Blood  from  hence. 

C  AST  ALIO. 

Then  you’re  Chamont  f 
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CHJMONT. 

Yes,  and  I  hope  no  Stranger 
'fo  great  Cajlalio. 

cjstjlio. 

I’ve  heard  of  fuch  a  Man 
That  has  bee#  very  bufy  with  my  Honour : 

I  own  I’rn  much  indebted  to  you,  Sir, 

And  here  return  the  Villain  back  again 
You  fent  me  by  my  Father. 

CHJMONT. 

Thus  I’ll  thank  you.  [Dixtus. 

JCJSTO. 

By  this  good  Sword,  who  hrft  prefumes  to  Violence 

[Draws  and  inlerpo/es. 

Makes  me  his  Foe — Young  Man,  it  once  was  thought 

{To  Caftallq. 

I  was  fit  Guardian  of  my  Koufe's  Honour,  . 

And  you  might  trull  your  Share  with  me — • — For  you, 

[To  Cham; 

Young  Soldier,  I  mull  tell  you>  you  have  wrong’d  me ; 

I  promis’d  you  to  do  Monimia  Right ; 

And  thought  my  Word  a  Pledge,  I  would  not  forfeit ; 
But  you,  I  find,  would  fright  us  to  Performance. 
CJSTJLIO. 

Sir,  in  my  younger  Years  with  Care  you  taught  me. 
That  brave  Revenge  was  due  to  injur’d  Honour; 

Oppofe  not  then  the  Jultice  of  my  Sword, 

Left  you  lhould  make  me  jealous  of  your  Love. 

CHJMONT. 

Into  thy  Father’s  Arms  thou  fly’ll  for  Safety, 

Becaufe  thou  know’ll  the  Place  is  fandtify’d. 

With  the  Remembrance  of  an  ancient  Friendlhip, 

CJSTJLIO. 

l  am  a  Villain  if  I  will  not  feek  thee, 

’Till  I  may  be  reveng’d  for  all  the  Wrongs 
Done  me  by  that  ungrateful  Fair  thou  plead’ft  for. 
CHJMONT. 

She  wrong’d  thee !  by  the  Fury  in  my  Heart, 

Thy 
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Thy  Father’s  tlonour’s  not  above  Monimia’s ; 

Nor  was  thy  Mother’s  Truth  and  Virtue  fairer. 

acasto. 

Boy,  don’t  difturb  the  Allies  cf  the  Dead 
With  thy  capricious  Follies :  The  Remembr;  :  ce 
Of  the  lov’d  Creature,  that  once  fill’d  thefe  Arms — — 

C  H AMO  XT. 

Has  not  been  wrong’d. 

CAST  ALIO. 

It  /hall  net. 

GH  AMO  XT. 

No,  nor  (hall 

Monimia,  though  a  helplefs  Orphan,  deftitute 
Of  Friends  and  Fortune,  though  th’_unhappy  Sifter 
Of  poor  Cbamant,  v/hofe  Sword  is  all  his  Portion, 

Be  oppreft  by  thee,  thou  proud  imperious  Traitor. 

CASTALIO. 

Hah  !  let  me  free. 

'CHAM-0  XT.  ' 

Come  both.  -  >.  ^ 

Enter  S  E  R.  i  n  a  . 

SERIN  A. 

Alas !  alas ! 

The  Caufe  of  thefe  Disorders ;  ray  Chamont? 

Who  is’t  has  wrong’d  thee  ?  \ 

C  A  ST  A  LIO. 

Now  where  art  thou  fled 

For  Shelter  f 

C  H  AMO  NT. 

Come  from  thine,  and  fee  what  Safeguard 
Shall  then  betray  my  Fears. 

SERIN  A. 

Cruel  Cajlalio , 

Sheath  up  thy  angry  Sword,  and  don’t  affright  me  r 
Chamont,  let  once  Serlna  calm  thy  Bread ; 

If  any  of  my  Friends  have  done  thee  Injuries, 

I’ll 
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I’ll  be  reveng’d,  and  love  thee  better  for’t. 

CASTALIO. 

Sir,  if  you’d  have  me  think  you  did  not  take 
This  Opportunity  to  Ihew  your  Vanity, 

Let’s  meet  fome  other  Time,  when  by  ourfelves 
We  fairly  may  difpute  our  Wrongs  together. 

CH  AMO  NT. 

’Till  then,  I  am  Cajlalio's  Friend.- 

CASTA  LI-O. 

Serbia, 

Farewel,  I  wilh  much  Happinefs  attend  you. 

SERI  A  A. 

Chamcut's  the  deareft  thing  I  have  on  Earth  ; 

Give  me'  Qhamont,  and  let  the  World  forfake  me. 

C  HA  MO  NT. 

Witnefs  the  Gods,  how  happy  I’m  in  thee  ! 

No  beauteous  BlofTom  of  the  fragrant  Spring, 

Though  the  fair  Child  of  Nature  newly  born. 

Can  be  fo  lovely.  Angry,  unkind  Qajlalio, 

Suppofe  I  fhould  awhile  lay  by  my  Paflions, 

And  be  a  Ben  gar  in"  Monbnia’s  Caufe, 

Might  I  be  heard  ? 

CASTALIO. 

Sir,  ’twas  my  laft  Requeft, 

You  wou’d  (though  you  I  find  will  not)  be  fatisfy’d  : 

So  in  a  Word,  Momma  is  my  Scorn  ; 

She  bafely  fent  you  here  to  try  my  Fears ; 

That  was  your  Buiinefs. 

No  artful  Proftitute,  in  Falfhoods  practis'd. 

To  make  Advantage  of  her  Coxcomb’s  Follies, 

Could  have  done  more - Difquiet  vex  her  for’t. 

CHAMONT. 

Farewel.  [Ex.  Cham,  and  Ser. 

CASTALIO. 

Farewel — My  Father,  you  feem  troubled. 

ACASTO.  . 

Would  I’ad  been  abfent  when  this  boift’rous  Brave 
-  •  Came 
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Came  to  difturb  thee  thus :  I’m  griev’d  I  hinder’d 
Thy  juft  Refentment— — ^But  Monimia  —  ■■■ 

C  AST  AL  10. 

Damn  he?, 

ACASTO. 

Don’t  curfe  her. 

CAST  A  L  IQ, 

Did  I? 

ACASTO , 

Yes. 

CAST  ALIO, 

I’m  lorry  for’t. 

ACASTO. 

MethinJiSj  as  if  I  guefs  the  Fault’s  but  fmall. 

It  might  be  pardon’d, 

CAST  ALIO,. 

No. 

flCASTO. 

What  has  Ihe  done  i 
CASTALIO. 

That  (he’s  my  Wife,  may  Heav’n  and  you  forgive  me, 
ACASTO. 

Be  reconcil’d  then. 

CASTALIO . 

No. 

ACASTO. 

Go  fee  her. 

C  AST  ALIO. 

No. 

ACASTO. 

I’ll  fend  and  bring  her  hither. 

CASTALIO. 

No. 

ACASTO. 

For  my  fake, 

Cajlalio,  and  the  Quiet  of  my  Age. 

CAS - 


93 


93:6  Orphan. 

CAST  ALIO. 

Why  will  you  urge  a  Thing  my  Nature  Harts  at  i 
ACASTO. 

Pr’ythee  forgive  her. 

CASTALIO. 

Lightnings  firft  (hall  blaft  me. 

1  tell  you,  were  (he  proftrate  at  my  Feet; 

Full  of  her  Sex’s  beft  diflembled  Sorrows, 

And  all  that  wond’rous  Beauty  of  her  own. 

My  Heart  might  break?  but  it  Ihould  never  fofteiu 

Enter  Fioreua, 


FLO  RE  L  LA. 

My  Lord,  where  are  you  ?  Oh  C  aft  alio  ! 

A  CAST  6. 

Hark. 

CASTALIO. 

What’s  that  ? 

FLORELLA. 

Oh  fhew  me  quickly,  where’s  C  aft  alio  1 
CASTALIO . 

Why,  what’s  the  Bufinefs  ? 

FLORELLA. 

Oh  the  poor  Monimia  / 
CASTALIO. 

Hah ! 

ACASTO. 

What’s  the  Matter  ? 

FLORELLA. 

Hurry’d  by  Defpair; 

She  flies  with  Fury  over  all  the  Houfe, 

Through  every  Room  of  each  Apartment,  crying. 
Where’s  my  Caftalio  ?  give  me  my  Caftalio. 

Except  Ihe  fees  you,  fure  lhe’11  grow  diftraited. 

CASTALIO. 

Hah!  will  fhe  ?  does  fhe  name  Cafialio? 

And  with  fueh  Tendernefs  ?  Conduit  me  quickly 
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To  the  poor  lovely  Mourner.  Oh  my  Father ! 

ACASTO. 

Then  wilt  thou  go?  Elefiings  attend  thyPurpofe, 

CAST  ALIO. 

I  cannot  hear  Monimia' s  Soul’s  in  Sadnefs, 

And  be  a  Man  ;  my  Heart  will  not  forget  her. 

But  do  not  tell  the  World  you  faw  this  of  me. 

ACASTO.  . 

Delay  not  then,  but  hafte  and  chear  thy  Love. 

C  A  STAL  TO. 

Oh  I  will  throw  m’impatient  Arms  about  her. 

In  her  foft  Bofom  figh  my  Soul  to  Peace. 

’Till  through  the  panting  Breaft  (he  finds  the  Way 
To  mould  my  Heart  and  make  it  what  (he  will. 

Monimia  /  Oh  !  [Ex.  Acaft.  Caft. 

Enter  Monimia. 

MONIMIA. 

Stand  o(F,  and  give  me  Room, 

I  will  not  reft  ’till  I  have  found  Cajlalio 
My  Wifhes  Lord,  comely  as  rifing  Day, 

Amidft  ten  thoufand  eminently  known. 

Flowers  fpring  up  where’er  he  treads,  his  Eyes, 
Fountains  of  Brightnefs,  cheering  all  about  him! 

When  will  they  (hine  on  me? - Oh  ftay  my  Soul  ■ 

I  cannot  die  in  Peace  ’till  I  have  feen  him. 

Castalio  Re-enters. 

CAST AL  10.  _ 

Who  talks  of  dying  with  a  Voice  fo  fwcet, 

That  Life’s  in  love  with  it  ? 

MONIMIA, 

Hark  !  ’tis  he  that  anfwers  ; 

So  in  a  Camp,  though- at  the  dead’ of  Night, 

If  but  the  Trumpet’s  chearful  Noife  is  heard, 

All  at  the  Signal  leap  from  downy  Reft, 

And  every  Heart  awakes,  as  mine  does  now.  •  \ 

Wheri 
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Where  art  thou  f 

CAST ALIO , 

Here,  my  Love. 

MONIMIA . 

No  nearer,  left  I  vanifh. 
CAST  ALIO. 

Have  I  been  in  a  Dream  then  all  this  while  1 
And  art  thou  but  the  Shadow  of  Monimia  ! 

Why  doft  thou  fly  me  thus  ? 

MONIMIA. 

Oh  1  were  it  poflible  that  we  could  drown 
In  dark  Oblivion  but  a  few  paft  Hours, 

We  might  be  happy. 

.  CAST  ALIO. 

Is’t  then  fo  hard,  Monimia,  to  forgive 
A  Fault,  where  humble  Love,  like  mine,  implores  thee? 
For  I  muft  love  thee,  though  it  prove  my  Ruin. 

Which  Way  lhall  I  court  thee  ? 

What  ftiall  I  do  to  be  enough  thy  .Slave, 

And  fatisfy  the  lovely  Pride  that’s  in  thee. 

I’ll  kneel  to  thee,  and  weep  a  Flood  before  thee. 

Yet  pr’ythee,  Tyrant,  break  not  quite  my  Heart; 

But  when  my  Talk  of  Penitence  is  done, 

Heal  it  again,  and  comfort  me  with  Love. 

MONIMIA. 

If  I  am  dumb,  Cajtalio ,  and  want  Words, 

To  pay  thee  back  this  mighty  Fendernefs ; 

It  is  becaufe  1  look  on  thee  with  Horror, 

And  cannot  fee  the  Man  I  fo  have  wrong’d.  ' 

C  A  ST  A  L  10. 

Thou  haft  not  wrong’d  me. 

MONIMIA. 

Ah  !  .alas,  thou  talk’d: 

Juft  as  thy  poor  Heart  thinks ;  have  not  I  wrong’d  thee ! 

CAST  ALIO, 

No. 
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MONIMIA. 

Still  thou  wander’ll  in  the  Dark*  Cajialio ; 

But  wilt  ere  long  Humble  on  horrid  Danger. 

CAST  ALIO. 

What  means  my  Love ! 

MON  I  MI  A. 

Couldft  thou  but  forgive  fne  ( 
CASTALIOi 

What? 

MONIMIA. 

For  my  Fault  laft  Night;  alas,  thou  canft  not; 

CASTALIOi 

1  can,  and  do. 

MONIMIA. 

Thus  crawling  on  the  Earth 
Would  I  that  Pardon  meet;  the  only  thing 
Can  make  me  view  the  Face  of  Heav’n  with  Hope; 
CASTAL  10. 

Then  let’s  draw  near. 

MONIMIA. 

Ah  me ! 

C  AST  A  L  10. 

So  in  the  Fields, 

When  the  Deftroyer  lias  been  out  for  Prey, 

The  fcatter’d  Lovers  of  the  feather’d  Kind, 

Seeking  when  Danger’s  part:  to  meet  again, 

Make  moan,  and  call,  by  fucli  Degrees  approach ; 

’Till  joining  thus  they  bill,  and  fpread  their  Wings," 
Murmuring  Love,  and  Joy,  their  Fears  are  over. 
MONIMIA. 

Yet  have  a  Care,  be  not  too  fond  of  Peace, 

Left  in  Purfuance  of  the  goodly  Quarry, 

Thou  meet  a  Difappointment  that  diftrafts  thee; 

C  AST  ALIO. 

My  better  Angel,  then  do  thou  inform  me, 

What  Danger  threatens  me,  and  where  it  lies  :: 

Why  didft  thou  (pr’ythee  fmile  and  tell  me  why) 

Wheri 
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When  I  flood  waiting  underneath  the  Window, 

Quaking  with  fierce  and  violent  Defires  ^ 

The  dropping  Dews  fell  cold  upon  my  Head, 

Darknefs  enclos’d,  and  the  Winds  whittled  round  me; 
Which  with  my  mournful  Sighs  made  fuch  fad  Mafic 
As  might  have  mov’d  the  hardeft  Heart ;  why  wert  thou 
Deaf  to  my  Cries,  and  fenfelefs  of  my  Pains  ? 


MO  N I  MI  A. 

Did  I  not  beg  thee  to  forbear  Inquiry  ? 

Read’ll  thou  not  fomething  in  my  Face,  that  fpeaks 
Wonderful  Change,  and  Horrot  from  within  me  ? 


CASTAL  10. 

Then  there  is  fomething  yet  which  I’ve  not  known 
What  doll  thou  mean  by  Horror,  and  Forbearance 
Of  more  Inquiry  ?  Tell  me,  I  beg  thee,  tell  me  : 
And  don’t  betray  me  to  a  fecond  Madnefs. 


M  O  N 1 M  I  A. 


Mutt  I  ? 


CA  ST  ALIO. 

If  labouring  in  the  Pangs  of  Death, 
Thou  would  if.  do  any  thing  to  give  me  Eafe  • 

Unfold  this  Riddle  ere  my  Thoughts  grow  wild. 
And  let  in  Fears  of  ugly  Form  upon  me. 

MO  NI  Ml  A. 

My  Heart  won’t  let  me  fpeak  it ;  but  remember, 
Monimia,  poor  Monimia  tells  you  this, 

We  ne’er  mull  meet  again — - — , 

CAS  TAL  10. 

What  means  my  Defliny  l 
For  all  my  good  or  evil  Fate  dwells  in  thee : 

Ne’er  meet  again  ! 

MONIMIA. 

No,  never. 

CASTA  L  10. 

Where’s  the  Pow’r 

On  Earth,  that  dares  not  look  like  thee,  and  fay  f0  * 
Thou  art  my  Heart’s  Inheritance,  I  ferv’d 

Vo  i  .  III.  £ 
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A  long  apd  painful  Slavery  for  thee  : 

And  who  lhall  rob  me  of  the  dear-bought  Bldling? 

M  ON  I  MI  A. 

Time  will  clear  all,  but  now  let  this  content  you : 
Heav’n  has  decreed,  and  therefore  I’ve  refolv’d, 

(With  Torment  I  mult  tell  it  thee,  Cafialio ) 

Ever  to  be  a  Stranger  to  thy  Love  ; 

In  fome  far  diftant  Country  wafle  my  Life, 

And  from  this  Day  to  fee  thy  Face  no  more-. 

C  A  S  TA  L  I  O. 

Where  am  I  ?  fure  I  wander  midll  Inchantment, 

And  never  more  lhall  find  the  Wray  to  Reft  ; 

But,  oh  Mouimia,  art  thou  indeed  refolv’d, 

To  puniih  me  with  everlalling  Abfence? 

Why  turn’ll  thou  from  me  ?  I’m  alone  already  ; 
Tvlethinks  I  hand  upon  a  naked  Beach, 

Sighing  to  W’inds,  and  to  the  Seas  complaining, 

Whilft  afar  off  the  Veffel  fails  away. 

Where  all  the  Treafure  of  my  Soul’s  embark’d  ; 

Wilt  thou  not  turn — Oh  could  thole  Eyes  but-fpeak 
I  Ihould  know  all,  for  Love  is  pregnant  in  ’em; 

They  fwell,  they  prefs  their  Beams  upon  me  ItilT  ; 

Wilt  thou  not  fpeak  ?  if  we  mull  part  for  ever. 

Give  me  but  one  kind  Word  to  think  upon. 

And  pleafe  myfclf  withal  whilft  my  Heart’s  breaking. 

MO  N1  MIA. 

Ah  poor  Cafialio  !  [Exit  Monimia. 

CAS  T AL  I  O. 

Pity,  by  the  Gods, 

She  pities  me  ;  then  thou  wilt  go  eternally  ? 

W'"hat  means  all  this  ?  why  all  this  ltir  to  plague 
A  fingle  Wretch  r  If  but  ycur  Word  can  fhake 
This  World  to  Atoms,  why  fo  much  ado 
With  me  ?  think  me  but  dead,  and  lay  me  fo. 
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Enter  PolVdorj. 

PO  LTD  ORE. 

To  live,  and  live  a  Torment  to  myfelf, 

What  Dog  would  bear’t,  that  knew  but  his  Condition  ? 
We  have  little  Knowledge,  and  that  makes  us  Cowards, 
Becaufe  it  cannot  tell  us,  what’s  to  come. 

CJSTJLIO. 

Who’s  there  ? 

P  0  LY  DO  RE. 

Why,  what  art  thou  ? 

CJSTJLIO. 

My  Brother  Poly  lore  ? 
POLTDORE . 

My  Name  is  Polydore. 

CJSTJLIO. 

Canft  thou  inform  me - 

P  0  LTDO  R  E-. 

Of  what 


CJS  TJL  10. 

Of  my  Momttiia  ? 

POLTDORE. 

No.  Good-day. 

CJSTJLIO. 


Methinks  my  Polydore  appears  in  Sadnefs. 

POLTDORE. 

Indeed,  and  fo  to  me  does  my  Cajlalio. 

CJSTJLIO. 

Do  I  ? 


In  hafttf? 


POLTDORE . 

Thou  doll. 

CJSTJLIO. 

Alas,  I’ve  wondVbus  Reafoh  ; 
I’m  ftrangely  alter’d,  Brother,  ftnce  I  faw  thee. 
POLTDORE. 


Why  ? 


E  % 
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CAST  ALIO.. 

Oh,  to  tell  thee  would  but  put  thy  Heart 
To  Pain  ;  let  me  embrace  thee  but  a  little, 

And  weep  upon  thy  Neck  ;  I  would  repcfe 
Within  thy  friendly  Bofom  all  my  Follies, 

For  thou  wilt  pardon  ’em,  becaufe  they’re  mine. 

PO  LTD  ORE. 

Be  not  too  credulous,  conuder  fird, 

Friends  may  be  falfe.  Is  there  no  Friendfhip  falfe  ? 

C  A  ST  A  L  10. 

Why  doll  thou  alk  me  that  ?  does  this  appear 
Like  a  falfe  Friendfhip,  when  with  open  Arms 
And  dreaming  Eyes,  I  run  upon  thy  Bread? 

Oh  ’tis  in  thee  alone  I  mud  have  Comfort. 

P  O  L  YD  0  R  E. 

I  fear,  Caftalio,  I  have  none  to  give  thee. 

C A  STALL  O. 

Dod  thou  not  love  me  then  ? 

PO  LTD  ORE. 

Oh,  more  than  Life  : 

I  never  had  a  Thought  of  my  Cajialio 

Might  wrong  the  Friendfhip  we  had  vow’d  together. 

Had  thou  dealt  lb  by  me  ? 

CAST  A  L  10. 

I  hope  I  have. 

P  0  L  I'D  0  R  E. 

Then  tell  me  why  this  Mourning,  this  Diforder  ? 

CA  S  TA  LIO. 

Oh,  Poly  lore,  I  know  not  how  to  tell  thee  ; 

Shame  rifes  in  mV  Face,  and  interrupts 
The  Story  of  my  Tongue. 

P  O  LTD  0  R  E. 

I  grieve,  my  Friend 
Knows  any  thing  which  he’s  adiam’d  to  tell  me  ; 

Or  didd  thou  e’er  conceal  thy  Thoughts  from  Polydore  ? 

C  A  S  TA  LIO. 

Oh,  much  too  oft ;  but  let  me  here  conjure  thee, 
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By  all  the  kind  Affedlion  of  a.  Brother, 

(For  I’m  afham’d  to  call  myfelf  thy  Friend) 

Forgive  me. 

PO  LTD  ORE. 

Well,  go  on. 

C  A  $  r  A  L  I  o. 

Our  Deilinv,  contriv’d 

To  plague  us  both  with  one  unhappy  Love  ! 

Thou,  like  a  Friend,  a  conftant  generous  Friend, 

In  its  firft  Pangs  didfE  truft  me  with  thy  Paffion,  . 
Whilft  I  (Hlf  fmooth’d  my  Pain  with  Smiles  before  thee 
And  made  a  Contraft  1  ne’er  meant  to  keep. 

PO  LY  DO  ME. 

How  L 

C A  STJLIQ. 

Still  Wew  ways  I  ftudy’d  to  abufe  theer 
And  kept  thee  as  a  Stranger  to  my  Paffion, 

’Till  Yefterday  I  wedded  with  Monimid. 

P  O  LT  DO  R  E. 

Ah,  my  Cafialio,  was  that  well  clone  T 
CASPALIO. 

No,  to  conceal  it  from  thee,  was  a  Fault. 

PO  LYDO  R  E. 

A  Fault !  when  thou  haft  heard  the  Tale  I’ll  tell. 
What  wilt  thou  call  it  then  ? 

CASTALIO. 

How  my  Heart  throbs ! 

POLTDORE. 

Firft,  for  thy  Friendffiip,  Traitor, 

I  cancel’t  thusj  after  this  Day  I’ll  ne’er 
Hold  Truft,  or  Converie,  with  the  falfe  Cajlalio  l 
This,  witnefs  Heav’n. 

C  A  S  TA  L  I  O. 

_  What  will  my  Fate  do  with  me* 

I  ve  loft  all  Happinefs,  and  know  not  why  ; 

What  means  this,  Brother  ? 
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Farewel. 


POLYDORE. 

Perjur’d,  treacherous  Wretch, 


C  AST  ALIO. 

I’ll  be  thy  Slave,  and  thou  fhalt  ufe  me 
Juft  as  thou  wilt,  do  but  forgive  me. 

POLY  DO  RE. 

Never. 

CAST  ALIO. 

O  !  think  a  little  what  thy  Heart  is  doing  ; 

Hew  from  our  Infancy  we  Hand  in  Hand 
Have  trod  the  Path  of  Life,  in  Love  together  $ 

One  Bed  has  held  us,  and  the  fame  Defines, 

The  fame  Averfions  £1111  employ’d  our  Thoughts  : 
Whene’er  had  I  a  Friend,  that  was  net  PnlydcrP s  ; 

Or  Pdyacre  a  Foe,  that  was  not  mine  ? 

Ev’n  in  the  Womb  we  embrac’d,  and  wilt  thou  now. 

For  the  firft  Fault,  abandon  and  forfake  me. 

Leave  me  amidft  Aftiiftjons  to  myfelf, 

Plung’d  in  the  Gulph  of  Grief,  and  none  to  help  me  ? 

POLYDORE. 

Go  to  Monimia,  in  her  Arms  thou’lt  find 
Repcfe  ;  Ihe  has  the  Art  of  healing  Sorrows. 

CAST  ALIO. 

What  Arts? 

POLYDORE. 

Blind  Wretch,  thou  Hufband  !  there’s  a  Queftion  ; 
Go  to  her  fulfome  Bed,  and  wallow  there, 

’Till  fome  hot  Ruffian,  full  of  Luft  and  Wine, 

Come  ftorm  thee  out,  and  thew  thee  what’s  thy  Bargain. 

CASTA  L  1  0. 

Hold  there,  I  charge  thee. 

POLYDORE. 

Is  the  not  a— — 

CAST  A  L  1  O. 

Whore  ? 

POL  Y- 
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Ay,  Whore ;  I  think  that  Word  needs  no  explaining, 

C  AST  ALIO. 


Alas,  I  can  forgive  ev’n  this  to  thee; 

Eat  let  me  tell  thee,  Polyciore ,  I’m  griev’d 
To  find  thee  guilty  of  fetch  low  Revenge, 

To  wrong  that  Virtue  which  thou  couldd  not  min, 

PO  LTDO  RE. 

It  feems.  I  lye  then. 

C  AS  T AL  LO. 

Should  the  braved:  Man 

That  e’er  wore  conquering  Sword,  but  dare  to  vvhifper 
What  thou  proclaim’d,  he  were  the  word  of  Liars : 

My  Friend  may  be  midaken. 

PO  LTD  ORE. 

Damn  the  Evafion ; 

Thou  mean'd  the  word,  and  he’s  a  bafe-born  Villain 
That  faid  I  ly’d. 

CAST  A  jL  I  0. 

Do,  draw  thy  Sword,  and  thrud  it  thro’  my  Heart. 
There  is  no  Joy  in  Life,  if  thou  art  led. 

A  bafe-born  Villain ! 

POLYDORE. 

Yes,  thou  never  earn’d 
From  old  Acafto* s  Loins ;  the  Midwife  put 
A  Cheat  upon  my  Mother,  and  indead 
Of  a  true  Brother,  in  the  Cradle  by  fne 
Plac’d  feme  coarfe  Peafant’s  Cub,  and  thou  art  he. 

C  AST  ALIO. 

Thou  art  my  Brother  dill. 

POLYDORE. 

Thou  ly’d. 

CAST  ALIO. 

Nay,  then  :  [He  drawt. 

Yet  I  am  calm. 


POLYDORE. 


A  Coward’s  always  fo,. 
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CAST  ALIO. 

.Ah - ah - that  flings  home  :  Coward  ! 

POLYBORE. 

Ay,  bafe-born  Coward,  Villain. 

CAST  ALIO. 

This  to  thy  Heart  then,  tho’  my  Mother  bore  thee. 
[Fight',  Polydore  drops  his  S-vjord,  and  runs  on  Callalio’r. 

POLYBORE. 

Now  my  Cafialic  is  again  my  Friend. 

CAST  ALIO. 

V/hat  have  I  done!  my  Sword  is  in  thy  Breall. 

POLYBORE. 

So  I  would  have  it  be,  thou  befl  of  Men, 

Thou  kindeft  Brother,  and  thou  trueft  Friend. 

CASTAL  10. 

Ye  Gods,  we’re  taught,  that  all  your  Works  arejuflict : 
You’re  painted  merciful,  and  Friends  to  Innocence  : 

If  fo,  then  why  thefe  plagues  upon  my  Head  ? 

POLYBORE. 

Blame  not  the  Heav’ns ;  here  lies  thy  Fate,  Cajlalio ; 
They’re  not  the  Gods,  ’tis  Polydore  has  wrong’d  thee ; 
I’ve  ilain’d  thy  Bed,  thy  fpotlefs  Marriage  Joys 
Have  been  polluted  by  thy  Brother’s  Lull. 

CASTAL10. 

By  thee  ! 

POLYBORE. 

By  me  ;  lail  Night  the  horrid  Deed 
Was  done;  when  all  things  fiept  but  Rage  and  Incell. 
CASTAL  10. 

Now,  where’s  Monimia  ?  Oh  ! 

Enter  Monimia. 

MONIMIA. 

'  I’m  here,  who  calls  me  ? 

Methought  I  heard  a  Voice 
Sweet  as  the  Shepherd’s  Pipe  upon  the  Mountains, 

When  all  his  little  Flock’S  at  feed  before  him. 


But 
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But  what  means  this  ?  here’s  Blood. 

CASTALIO. 

Ay,  Brother’s  Blood? 
Art  thou  prepar’d  for  everlafting  Pains  ? 

P  0  LTDO  R  E. 

O  let  me  charge  thee  by  th’  eternal  Juftice, 

Hurt  not  her  tender  Life  ! 

CAST  ALIO. 

Not  kill  her  ?  Rack  me. 

Ye  Powers  above,  with  all  your  choiceft  Torments, 
Horror  of  Mind,  and  Pains  yet  uninvented. 

If  I  not  praftife  Cruelty  upon  her. 

And  treat  Revenge  fome  Way  yet  never  known. 

MON  I  MI  A. 

That  Talk  myfelf  have  linifh’d,  I  fhall  die 
Before  we  part ;  I’ve  drank  a  healing  Draught 
For  all  my  Cares,  and  never  more  fhall  wrong  thee, 

P  O  LTD  0  R  E. 

Oh,  Ihe  is  innocent. 

C  AST  ALIO. 

Tell  me  that  Story, 

And  thou  wilt  make  a  Wretch  of  me  indeed, 

PO  LTD  ORE. 

Hadft  thou,  Cajialio ,  us’d  me  like  a  Friend, 

This  ne’e?  had  happen’d ;  hadft  thou  let  me  know 
Thy  Marriage,  we  had  all  now  met  in  Joy : 

But  ignorant  of  that. 

Hearing  the  Appointment  made,  inraghl  to  think 
Thou  hadft  out-done  me  in  fuccefsful  Love, 

I  in  the  Dark  went  and  fupply’d  thy  Place  ; 

Whilft  all  the  Night  ’midit  our  triumphant  Joys, 

The  trembling,  tender,  kind,  deceiv’d  Monimia , 
Embrac’d,  carefs’d,  and  call’d  me  her  Cajialio. 
CAST  ALIO, 

And  all  this  is  the  Work  of  my  own  Fortune  r 
None  but  myfelf  cou’d  e’er  have  been  fo  curft. 

My  fatal  Love,  alas !'  has  ruin’d  thee, 
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Thou  faireft,  goodl'elt  Frame  the  Gods  e’er  made, 

Or  ever  human  Eyes,  and  Hearts  ador’d  ! 

I’ve  murder’d  too  my  Brother. 

Why  wouldfi:  thou  fcudy  Ways  to  damn  me  further. 
And  force  the  Sin  of  Parricide  upon  me  ? 

POLTDORE. 

’Twas  my  own  Fault,  and  thou  art  innocent; 
Forgive  the  barbarous  Trefpafs  of  my  Tongue, 

’Twas  a  hard  Violence  ;I  could  have  dy’d 
With  Love  of  thee,  ev’n  when  I  us’d  thee  vvorfl ; 

Nay,  at  each  Word  that  my  Diftradtion  utter’d, 

My  Heart  recoil’d,  and  ’twas  half  Death  to  fpeak  ’em. 

MO  NIMIJ . 

Now,  my  Caftalio,  the  mod  dear  of  Men, 

Wilt  thou  receive  Pollution  to  thy  Bofom, 

And  clofe  the  Eyes  of  one  that  has  betray’d  thee? 
CAST  ALIO. 

Oh  Pm  th’  unhappy  Wretch,  whofe  curfed  Fate 
Has  weigh’d  thee  down  into  Deftrudlion  with  him  ; 
Why  then  thus  kind  to  me  ? 

MON  I  MI  A. 

When  I’m  laid  low  in  the  Grave,  and  quite  forgotten, 
May’ft  thou  be  happy  in  a  fairer  Bride; 

But  none  can  ever  love  thee  like  Monimia. 

When  I  am  dead,  as  prefently  I  lhall  be, 

(For  the  grim  Tyrant  grafps  my  Heart  already) 

Speak  well  of  me  :  and  if  thou  find  ill  Tongues 
Too  bufy  with  my  Fame,  don’t  hear  me  wrong’d ; 
’Twill  be  a  noble  Juflice  to  the  Memory 
Of  a  poor  Wretch  once  honour’d  with  thy  Love. 
HowmyHeadfwims !  ’Tis  very  dark.  Good-night.  [Dies. 
CAST  ALIO. 

If  I  furvive  thee  !  what  a  Thought  was  that ! 

Thank  Heav’n,  I  go  prepar’d  againfl  that  Curfe. 
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Enter  Chamont,  difarm' d,  and  feisd d  by  Acasto 
and  Servants. 

CHAMONT. 

Gape  Hell,  and  fwallow  me  to  quick  Damnation, 

If  I  forgive  your  Houfe,  if  I  not  live 
An  everlafting  Plague  to  thee,  Acafto, 

And  all  thy  Race.  Y’have  overpower’d  me  now, 

But  hear  me,  Heav’n  ! — Ah  !  here’s  the  Scene  of  Death, 
My  Sifter,  my  Monimia  !  Breathlefs !  now. 

Ye  Pow’rs  dbove,  if  ye  have  Juftice,  ftrike. 

Strike  Bolts  thro’  me,  and  thro’  the  curft  Caftalio. 
ACASTO. 

My  Polydore. 

POET  DO  RE. 

Who  calls  ? 

ACASTO. 

How  cam’ll  thou  wounded? 
CAST  ALIO. 

Stand  off  thou  hot-brain’d  boifterous  noify  Ruffian, 

And  leave  me  to  my  Sorrows. 

C II  AMO  NT. 

By  the  Love 

I  bore  her  living,  I  will  ne’er  forfake  her. 

But  here  remain  till  my  Heart  burft  with  fobbing. 
CASTALIO. 

Vanilh  1  charge  thee,  or- -  [Draws  a  Dagger,’ 

CHAMONT. 

Thou  canft  not  kill  me, 

That  would  be  Kindnefs,  and  againft  thy  Nature. 
ACASTO. 

What  means  Caftalio  ?  Sure  thou  wilt  not  pull 
More  Sorrows  on  thy  aged  Father’s  Head. 

Tell  me,  I  beg  you,  tell  me  the  fad  Caufe 
Of  all  this  Ruin. 

POLYDORE. 

That  mtift  be  my  Talk; 
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But  ’tis  too  long  for  one  in  Pain  to  tell ; 

You’ll  in  my  Clofet  find  the  Story  written 
Of  all  our  Woes.  Cajialio' s  innocent. 

And  fo’s  Mo?iimia,  only  I’m  to  blame  : 

Inquire  no  farther. 

CAST  ALIO. 

Tlfou  unkind  Chamont , 

Unjuftly  hah  purfu’d  me  with  thy  Hate, 

And  fought  the  Life  of  him  that  never  wrong’d  thee  : 
Now  if  thou  wilt  embrace  a  noble  Vengeance, 

Come  join  with  me  and  curfe. 

CHAMONT. 

What  ? 

C  AST  ALIO. 

Firft  thyfelf. 

As  I  do,  and  the  Hour  that  gave  thee  Birth ; 

Confufion  and  Diforder  feize  the  World, 

To  fpoil  all  Truft  and  Converfe  amongft  Men; 

’Twixt  Families  engender  endlefs  Feuds, 

In  Countries  needlefs  Fears,  in  Cities  Fadlions, 

In  States  Rebellion,  and  in  Churches  Schifm  : 

’Till  all  things  move  againfl  the  Courfe  of  Nature; 

’Till  Form’s  di/Tolv’d,  the  Chain  of  Caufes  broken. 

And  the  Originals  of  Being  loft. 

o  o 

AC  AST  O. 

Have  Patience. 

CAST  ALIO. 

Patience  !  preach  it  to  the  Wincfe, 
To  roaring  Seas,  or  raging  Fires ;  the  Knaves 
That  teach  it  laugh  at  ye,  when  ye  believe  ’em. 

Strip  me  of  all  the  common  Needs  of  Life, 

Scald  me  with  Leprofy,  let  Friends  forfake  me. 

I’ll  bear  it  all ;  but  curft  to  the  Degree 

That  I  am  now,  ’tis  this  muft  give  me  Patience : 

Thus  I  find  Reft,  and  fhall  complain  no  more. 

\Stnbs  himfelf. 
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P  0  LTDO  R  E. 

Caftalio  Oh ! 

CAST  ALIO. 

I  come. 

Chamont,  to  thee  my  Birth-right  I  bequeath  : 

Comfort  my  mourning  Father,  heal  his  Griefs; 

[  Acailo  faints  into  the  Anns  of  a  Servant. 
For  I  perceive  they  fall  with  Weight  upon  him. 

And  for  Monimia' s  fake,  whom  thou  wilt  find 
I  never  wrong’d,  be  kind  to  poor  Serina. 

Now  all  I  beg,  is,  lay  me  in  one  Grave 

Thus  with  my  Love.  Farewel,  I  now  am - nothing. 

[Dies. 

CHAMONT. 

Take  care  of  good  Acafo,  whilft  I  go 
To  fearch  the  Means  by  which  the  Fates  have  plagu’d  us. 
’Tis  thus  that  Heav’n  its  Empire  does  maintain, 

It  may  afflift,  but  Man  mull  not  complain.  [Exeunt  omnes. 
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YO  U'  VE  feen  one  Orphan  ruin'd  here ,  an-d  I 
May  be  the  next,  if  old  Acafto  die  : 

Should  it  prove  fo.  I'd  fain  among fi  you  find. 

Who  ’ tis  would  to  the  F atherlefs  be  kind, 
fi i  whofe  Protection  might  I  fafely  go  ? 

Is  there  among fl  you  no  Good-nature  ?  No. 

What  Jhould  I  do  ?  Jhould  I  the  Godly  fitek. 

And  go  a  Conventicling  twice  a  Week? 

Quit  the  lewd  Stage,  and  its  prophane  Pollution, 

AJftEi  each  Form  and  Saint-like  Infiitution, 

So  draw  the  Brethren  all  to  Contribution  ? 

Or  Jt ball  1  ( as  1  guefis  the  Pott  may 
Within  thej'e  three  Days)  fairly  run  away  ? 

No,  to  fome  City  Lodgings  I'll  retire. 

Seem  very  grave,  and  Privacy  defirc : 

’fill  J  am  thought  fome  Heirefs  rich  in  Lands, 

Fled  to  efcape  a  cruel  Guardian's  Hands  ; 

Which  may  produce  a  Story  worth  the  telling 
Of  the  next  Sparks  that  go  a  F ortune-fleahng. 
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TO  THE 

Lord  Vifcount  Falkland. 


My  Lord, 

HEN  firft  it  enter’d  into  my 
Thoughts  to  make  this  Prefent 
to  Your  Lordfhip,  I  receiv’d  not 
only  Encouragement,  but  Plra- 
fure;  fince  upon  due  Examination 
of  my  Self,  I  found  it  was  not  a  bare  Preemp¬ 
tion,  but  my  Duty  to  the  Remembrance  of 
many  extraordinary  Favours  which  I  have 
receiv’d  at  your  Hands. 

For  heretofore  having  had  the  Honour 
to  be  near  You,  and  bred  under  the  fame 
Difcipline  with  You,  I  cannot  but  own, 

that 


DEDICATION. 

that  in  a  great  Meafure  I  owe  the  fmall 
Share  of  Letters  I  have  to  your  Lordfhip. 
For  Your  Lorclfhip’s  Example  taught  me 
to  be  sfham’d  of  ldlenefs  *,  and  I  firft  grew 
in  love  with  Books,  and  learn’d  to  value 
them,  by  the  wonderful  Progrefs  which 
even  in  Your  tender  Years  You  made  in 
them ;  fo  that  Learning  and  Improvement 
grew  daily  more  and  more  lovely  in  my 
Eyes,  as  they  fhone  in  You. 

Your  Lordfliip  has  an  extraordinary  Rea- 
fon  to  be  a  Patron  of  Poetry,  for  Your 
great  Father  lov’d  it.  May  Your  Lord- 
fhip’s  Fame  and  Empoyments  grow  as 
great  or  greater  than  his  were  ;  and  may 
Your  Virtues  find  a  Poet  to  record  them, 
equal  (if  poffible)  to  that  great  *  Genius 
which  fung  of  him. 

My  flender  humble  Talent  mud  not  hope 
for  it  ;  for  You  have  a  Judgment  which  I 
muft  always  fubmit  to,  to  a  general  Good- 
nefs  which  I  never  (to  its  Worth)  can  value: 
And  who  can  praife  that  well  which  he  knows 
not  how  to  comprehend  ? 

Already  the  Eyes  and  Expeditions  of 
Men  of  the  belt  Judgment  are  fix’d  upon 

You  : 
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You  :  For  wherefoever  You  come,  You 
have  their  Attention  when  prefent,  and  their 
Praife  when  You  are  gone  :  And  I  am  lure 
(if  I  obtain  but  Your  Lordihip’s  Pardon) 
I  fhall  have  the  Congratulation  of  all  my 
Friends,  for  having  taken  this  Opportunity 
to  exprefs  myfelf, 
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Spoken  by  Mr.  Bette  rton. 

IN  Ages  paji ,  {when  will  thofe  'Times  renew  ?) 

When  Empires  fourijh'd,  fo  did  Poets  too. 

When  great  Auguftus  the  World's  Empire  held, 

Horace  and  Ovid’.f  happy  Verfe  excell' d. 

Ovid 'sfcft  Genius,  and  his  tender  dirts 
Of  moving  Nature,  melted  hardefi  Hearts-.- 
It  did  th'  Imperial  Beauty,  Julia,  move 
To  lifen  to  the  Language  of  his  Love. 

Her  Father  honour'd  him :  Hud  on  her  Brcaf ,, 

With  ravijh'd  Senfe  in  her  Embraces  prefi. 

He  lay  tranfported,  fancy -full  and  blef. 

Horace’.*  lofty  Genius  boldlier  rear'd 
His  manly  Head,  and  through  all  Nature  feer'd  ; 

Her  riche f  Plea  fares  in  his  Verfe  refn  d. 

And  wrought  'em  to  the  Relijh  of  the  Mind. 

He  lajh' d,  with  a  true  Poet' s  fcarlefs  Page, 

The  Vi  llainies  and  Follies  of  the  Age. 

Therefore  Mecsenas,  that  great  Fav'rite,  rais'd 
Him  high,  and  by  him  vsas  he  highly  prais' d. 

Our  Shakefpear  wrote  too  in  an  Age  as  blef. 

The  happief  Poet  of  his  T ime,  and  bef  ; 

A  gracious  Prince's  Favour  cheap  d  his  Mufe,- 
A  confant  Favour  he  tie' er  fear' d  to  lafe. 

Therefore  he  wrote  with  Fancy  unconfn' d. 

And  Thoughts  that  were  Immortal  as  his  Mind. 

And from  the  Crop  of  his  luxuriant  Pen, 

E'er  fnce Jucceeding  Poets  humbly  glean . 
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though  much  the  mofl  unworthy  of  the  Throng, 
Our  this  Day's  Poet  fears  he' s  done  him  Wrong. 
Like  greedy  Beggars  that  feal  Sheaves  away, 
Ton'll find  h'has  rifled  him  of  half  a  Play, 

Amidfi  his  bafer  D refs  you'll  fee  it  jhine 
Moji  beautiful,  amazing  and  Divine. 

To  fuch  low  Shifts,  of  late  are  Poets  worn, 

Whilfl  woe  both  Wit' s  and  CxfarV  Abfence  mourn. 
Oh  !  when  will  He  and  Poetry  return  ? 

When  flail  we  there  again  behold  him  ft 
'Midfl  flining  Boxes  and  a  Courtly  Pit, 

The  Lord  of  Hearts,  and  Prefident  of  Wit  ? 
When  that  blcfl  Day  ( quick  may  it  come )  appears. 
His  Cares  once  banifl'd,  and  his  Nation  s  Fears, 
The  joyful  M ufe  s  on  their  Hills' flail  fug. 
Triumphant  Songs  cf  Britain’.?  happy  King. 

Plenty  and  Peace  flail  flourifl  in  our  IJle, 

And  all  things  like  the  Englifh  Beauty  finite. 

You,  Criticks,  Jhall forget  your  natural  Spite, 
And  Poets  with  unbounded  Fancy  write  : 

Ev’n  this  Day's  Poet  flail  be  alter' d  quite. 

His  Thoughts  more  loftily  and freely  flow  ; 

And  he  himfelf,  whilfl  you  his  V :rfe  allow , 

As  muck  tranfported  as  he's  humble  now. 
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C  a  i  u  s  Marius. 


A  C  T  I.  SCENE!. 

Within.]  Liberty  !  Liberty  !  Marius  and  Sulpitius ! 
Liberty  !  -Liberty.!  Liberty  !  -l£c. 

Enter  Metellus,  Antonius,  Ciyna,  anil 
Senators. 

MET  ELL  US. 

HEN  will -the  Tut’larG.ods  of  Rome  awake. 
To  fix  the  Order  of  our  wayward  State, 
That  vve  may  once  more  know  each  other  ; 
know 

Th’Extettt  of  Laws,  Prerogatives  and  Dues$ 
The  Bounds  of  Rules,,  and  Magiftracy;  who 
Ought  firft  to  govern,  and  who  mu  ft  obey  ? 

It  was  not  thus  when  Godlike  Scipio  held 
The  Scale  of  Power;  he  who  with  temp’rate  Poife 
Knew  how  to  guide  the  People’s  Liberty 
In  its  fall  Bounds,  nor  did  the  Nobles  wrong, 
for  he  himfelf  was  one — 
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CINNJ. 

He  was  indeed 
A  Noble  born  ;  and  ftill  in  Rome  there  are 
Mod:  worthy  Patrons  of  her  ancient  Honour, 

Such  as  are  fit  to  fill  the  Seat  of  Pow’r, 

And  awe  this  riotous  unruly  Rabble, 

That  bear  down  all  Authority  before  ’em, 

Were  we  not  fold  to  Ruin. 

METELLUS. 

China ,  there 

Thou’ft  hit  my  Mark  :  We  are  to  Ruin  fold  ; 

In  all  things  fold  ;  Voices  are  fold  in  Rome : 

And  yet  we  boafl  of  Liberty.  Juft  Gods ! 

That  Guardians  of  an  Empire  fhould  be  chofen 
By  the  lewd  Noife  of  a  licentious  Rout! 

The  fturdieft  Drinker  makes  the  ableft  Statefman. 

ANT  ON  1US. 

Would  it  not  anger  any  true  born  Roman, 

To  fee  the  giddy  Multitude  together. 

Never  confulting  who  ’tis  bell  deferves, 

But  who  feails  higheft  to  obtain  their  Suffrage  ? 

As  ’tis  not  many  Years  fince  two  great  Men 
In  Rome  ftood  equal  Candidates  together, 

For  high  Command :  In  every  Houfe  was  Riot. 

To-day  the  drunken  Rabble  reel’d  to  one ; 

To-morrow  they  were  mad  again  for  t’other; 

Changing  their  Voices  with  their  Entertainment : 

And  none  could  guefs  on  whom  the  Choice  would  fettle  - 
’Till  at  the  laft  a  Stratagem  was  thought  of. 

A  mighty  Veftel  of  Falcrnian  Wine 

Was  brought  into  the  Forum  crown’d  with  Wreaths 

Of  Ivy,  facred  to  the  jolly  God. 

The  Monfter-people  roar’d  aloud  for  Joy; 

When  ftreight  the  Candidate  himfelf  appears 
In  Pomp  to  grace  the  Prefent  he  had  made  e’m. 

The  Fools  all  gap’d.  Then  when  a  while  he  had 
With  a  fmooth  Tale  tickled  their  Alfes  Ears, 


He 
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He  at  both  Ends  tapp’d  his  Butt,  and  got  the  Confulfhip, 
CINNJ. 

This  Curfe  vve  owe  to  Marius’s  Pride, 

That  made  him  firft  mod  bafely  bribe  the  People 
For  Conful  in  the  War  againft  Jugurtha : 

Where  he  went  out,  Metellus,  your  Lieutenant. 

And  how  the  Kindnefs  was  return’d,  all  know. 

I  never  lov’d  his  rough  untoward  Nature, 

And  wonder  fuch  a  Weed  got  Growth  in  Rome. 

METELLUS. 

“  What  fays  my  Cinna ? 

CINNJ. 

That  I  like  not  Marius, 

TTor  love  him - 


METELLUS. 

There  Rome's  better  Genius  fpoke. 
Let  us  confult,  and  weigh  this  Subject  well. 

O  Romans,  here’s  the  Thorn  that  galls  us  all. 

Our  harrafs’d  State  is  crippled  with  the  Weight 
Of  his  Ambition  :  we’re  not  fafe  in  Marius. 

Do  I  not  know  his  Rife,  his  low  Beginnino-, 

From  what  a  wretched  defpicable  Root 

His  Greatnefs  grew  ?  Gods  !  that  a  Peafant’s  Brat, 

Born  in  the  outmoft  Cottages  of  Jrpos, 

And  fofter’d  in  a  Corner,  fhould  by  Bribes, 

By  Covetoufnefs,  and  all  the  hateful  Means 
Of  working  Pride,  advance  his  little  Fate 
So  high,  to  vaunt  it  o’er  the  Lords  of  Rome! 

A  NTO  NIUS. 

Ambition,  raging  like  a  Damon  in  him, 

Diftorts  him  to  all  ugly  Forms,  fhe’as  need  to  ufe: 

In  his  firft  Start  of  Fortune,  O  how  vile 
Were  his  Endeavours  and  Submiftior.s  then  ! 

When  fuing  to  be  chofen  firft  Edilis, 

He  was  by  general  Vote^repuls’d,  yet  bore  it; 

And  in  the  fame  Day  lhamefuliy  return’d, 

T’obtain  the  tecond  Office  of  that  Name. 

Vol.  III.  F  Equal 
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Equal  was  his  Succefs,  deny’d  in  both; 

Yet  could  he  condefcend  at  laft  to  afk 

The  Przetorlhip,  and  but  with  Bribes  got  that. 

Yet  this  is  he  that  has  difturb’d  the  World, 

Rome’s  Idol,  and  the  Darling  of  her  Willies, 

MET  ELL  US. 

I  muft  confefs  it  burdens  much  my  Age, 

To  fee  the  Man  I  hate  thus  ride  my  Country; 

For,  Romans ,  I  have  mighty  Caufe  to  hate  him, 

I  was  the  firft  (and  1  am  well  rewarded)’ 

'That  lent  my  Hand  to  raife  his  feeble  State. 

When  firft  I  made  him  Tribune  by  my  Voice, 

1  thought  there  might  be  famething  in  his  Nature 
That  promis’d  well.  His  Parents  were  moft  honeft, 
And  ferv’d  my  Father  juftly  in  their  Truft. 

Then  as  his  Fortunes  grew,  when  I  was  Conful, 

And  went  againft  Jugurtha  into  Zifrick, 

I  took  him  with  me  one  of  my  Lieutenants. 

’Twas  there  his  Pride  firft  fhew’d  itfelf  in  A&ions, 
Opprefs’d  my  Friends,  and  robb’d  me  of  my  Honour, 

C  INNA. 

The  Story’s  famous.  Bafe  Ingratitude, 
Diftimulation,  Cruelty,  and  Pride, 

Jll  Manners,  Ignorance,  and  all  the  Ills 
Of  one  bafe  boin,  ii  Marius  are  join’d. 

METE  L  L  US. 

Even  Age  can’t  heal  the  Rage  of  his  Ambition. 

Six  Times  the  Conful’s  Office  has  he  borne: 

How  well,  our  prefent  Difcords  bell  declare. 

Yet  now  again,  when  Time  has  worn  him  low, 
Confum’d  with  Age,  and  by  Difeales  prefs’d, 

He  courts  the  People  to  be  once  more  chofen, 

To  lead  the  War  againlt  King  Mitbri  dates. 

ANTONIUS. 

For  this  each  Day  he  rifes  with  the  Sun, 

And  in  the  Field  of  Mars  appears  in  Arms, 

Excel  ing  all  our  Yo.ith  in  warlike  Exercife ; 
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Me  rides  and  tilts,  and  when  the  Prize  he’as  won-, 

He  brings  it  back  with  Triumph  into  Rome , 

And  there  prefents  it  to  the  fordid  Rabble ; 

Who  Ihout  to  Heav’n,  and  cry,  Let  Marius  live. 

ME  TELL  US-. 

He  lhall  not  have  it,  by  the  Gods  he  fhall  nofc 
There  is  a  Roman,  noble,  juft  and  valiant, 

Sylla' s  his  Name,  fprung  from  the  ancient  Stock 
Of  the  Cornelii,  bred  from’s  Youth  in  War, 

Fluff'd  with  Silccefs*  and  of  a  Spirit  bold. 

And,  more  than  all,  hates  Marius,  ftill  has  croft 
His  Pride,  and  clouded  ev’n  his  brighteft  Triumphs  i 
He’s  Conful  now.  Then  let  us  all  refolve. 

And  fix  on  him,  to  check  this  Havocker, 

That  with  his  Kennel  of  the  Rabble  hunts 
Our  Senate  into  Holes,  and  frights  our  Lawiv 
CINNA . 

Agreed  for  Sylla. 

ALL. 

All  for  Sylla. 

MET  ELL  US. 

Naj>, 

This  Monfter  Marius,  who  has  us’d  me  thus$. 

Ev’n  now  would  wed  his  Family  with  mine. 

And  alks  my  Daughter  for  his  hated  Offsprings 
But,  for  my  Wrongs,  Lavinia  lhall  be  Sylla' s* 

My  eldeft  born  ;  and  the  beft  of  all 
My  Fortune  I  will  confirm  on  him,  to  crulh  the  Pride 
Of  this  bafe-born,  hot-brain’d,  Plebeian  Tyrant. 
ANTO  NIUS. 

Now  Rome's  laft  Stake  of  Liberty  is  fet. 

And  muft  be  puftl’d  for  to  the  Teeth  of  Fortune. 
CINNA. 

Then  Caius  Marius  lhall  not  have  the  Confullhip. 
METE L  L  US. 

No,  I  would  rather  be  Sulpitius'  Slave, 

That  furious  headlong  Libertine  Sulpitiiist 
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That  mad  wild  Bull  whom  Marius  lets  loo fe 
On  each  Occafion  when  he’d  make  Rente  feel  him. 

To  tofs  our  Laws  and  Liberties  i’th’  Air. 

ANT 0  NIUS. 

That  lawlefs  Tribune  then  mull:  be  reduc’d, 
■Unhing’d  from  off  the  Pow’r  that  holds  him  up, 

His  Band  of  full  fix  hundred  Roman  Knights, 

All  in  their  Youth,  and  pamper’d  high  with  Riot, 
Which  he  his  Guard  againft  the  Senate  calls ; 

Tall  wild  young  Men,  and  fit  for  glorious  Mifchiefs. 
METE  L  L.US. 

Fear  nothing  ;  let  but  Sylla  once  have  Povv’r, 

And  then  fee  how  like  Day  he’ll  break  upon  ’em. 

And  fcatter  all  thofe  Goblins  of  the  Night, 

Confufion’s  Night;  where  in  the  dark  Diforders 
Of  a  divided  State,  Men  know  not  where 
Or  how  to  walk,  for  fear  they  lofe  their  Way, 

And  Humble  upon  Ruin.  Mark  the  Race 
Of  Sylla’ s  Life ;  cbferve  but  what  has  paft. 

How  Hill  he’as  borne  a  Face  againft  this  Marius, 

And  kept  an  equal  Stretch  with  him  for  Glory. 
CINNA. 

He’as  in  the  Capitol  an  Image  fet 
Of  Gold,  in  Honour  of  his  own  Atchievement ; 
Wherein’s  deferib’d  how  the  Numidian  Kino; 

Gave  up  Jugurtha  Prifoner  to  Sylla, 

And  all  in  fpite  of  Marius.  Oh  now, 

If  you  are  truly  Roman  Nobles,  wake. 

Refume  your  Rights,  and  keep  your  Sylla  Confui 
Courage,  Nobility,  and  innate  Honour, 

Juf'ice  unbiafs’d,  the  true  Roman  Spirit, 

Prefence  of  Mind,  and  refolute  Performance 
Meet  all  in  Sylla, 

MET  ELL  US. 

Let’s  all  agree  for  Sylla. 

ALL. 

All  for  Sylla..  \Exn<nt . 

Euler 
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Enter  C a  1  u s  Marius,  Marius  Junior,  and G R a n I u s f 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

There  Rome's  Daemons  go. 

Like  Witches  in  ill  Weather,  in  this  Storm 
And  Tempeft  of  the  State  they  meet  in  Corners, 

And  urge  Dcftru&ion  higher:  for  this  End 
They’ve  rais’d  their  Imp,  their  dear  Familiar  S\Uar 
To  crofs  my  Way  and  flop  my  Tide  of  Glory. 

If  I  am  Cains  Marius,  if  I’m  he 

That  brought  Ju^urthv.  chain’d  in  Triumph  hither; 

If  I  am  he  that  led  Rome's  Armies  out. 

Spent  all  my  Years  in  Toil  and  cruel  War, 

Chill’d  my  warm  Yonth  in  cold  and  Winter-Camps, 
’Till  I  brought  fettled  Peace  and  Plenty  home, 

Made  her  the  Court  and  Epvy  of  the  World  ; 

Why  does  fhe  ufe  me  thus  ? 

MARIUS  Junior. 

Becaufe  {he’s  rul’d 

By  lazy  Drone3  that  feed  on  others  Labours, 

And  fatten  with  the  Fruits  they  never  toil’d  for ; 

Old  gouty  Senators  of  crude  Minds  and  Brains, 

That  always  are  fermenting  Mifchief  up. 

And  ftile  their  private  Malice  publick  Safety - ■ 

GRANIUS. 

One  difeontented  Villain  leads  a  State 
To  Madnefs.  There’s  that  Bell-weather  of  Mutiny 
And  damn’d  Sedition,  Cinna,  of  a  Life 
And  Manners  fordid  ;  one  whofe  Gain’s  his  God  ; 

And  to  that  curfed  End  he’d  facrifice 
His  Country’s  Honour,  Liberty,  or  Peace  ; 

Nay,  had  he  any,  ev’n  his  very  Gods. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

H’as  taken  Rome  even  in  the  niceft  Minute, 

And  eafily  debauch’d  her  to  his  Ends, 

When  fhe  was  over-cloy’d  with  Happinefs, 

Wantonly  full,  and  longing  after  Change. 

F  3 


For 


tfhe  History  and  Fall 

For  Sylla  too,  a  Boy,  a  Woman’s  Play-thing, 

She  has  relinquilh’d  me,  and  flouts  my  Age. 

Conftant  ill  Fortune  wait  upon  her  ior’t, 

And  wreck  her  Fate  as  low  as  firfl:  I  found  it. 

When  it  lay  trembling  like  a  hunted  Prey, 

And  hungry  Ruin  had  it  in  the  Wind  ; 

When  barbarous  Nations,  of  a  Race  unknown, 

From  undifeover’d  Northern  Regions  came. 

To  lay  her  wake,  and  fweep  her  from  the  Earth  f 
’Till  f,  I  Marius  rofe,  the  Soul  of  all 
The  Hope  fh’had  left,  and  with  unwearied  Toil, 
Dangers  each  Hour,  and  never-fieeping  Care, 

(A  Burden  for  a  God)  oppos’d  myfelf 
’Twixt  her  and  Defoktion,  gorg’d  the  Maw 
Of  Death  with  flaughter’d  Numbers  of  her  Foes, 
Rcfcor’d  her  Peace,  and  made  her  Name  renov.n’d. 

MARIUS  Junior. 

The  Glory  of  that  War  mcll  be  remember’d. 

When  Rome,  like  her  old  Mother  Trey,  lhall  lie 

In  Afhes - -Full  three  hundred  thoufand  Men, 

All  Sons  of  Fortune,  born  and  bred  in  Fields, 

Whofe  Trade  was  War,  and  Camps  their  Habitation 
Hung  like  a  Swarm  of  Mifchiefs  on  the  Hills 
Of  Italy,  and  threatned  Fate  to  Europe. 

GRANIUS. 

They  came  in  Tribes,  as  if  to  take  Pofleflion, 

And  feem’d  a  People  whom  the  Hand  of  Fate 
Had  fcourg’d  by  Famine  from  a  barren  Land; 

Of  Vifage  foul  and  ugly,  pinch’d  and  chapp’d 
By  bitter Frofts  and  Winter-Winds;  yet  fierce 
4As  hungry  Lions  of  the  Defart. 

Their  Wives  with  Loads  of  Children  at  their  Backs, 
Bold  manly  Hags,  whom  Shame  had  long  forfook. 

And  vagrant  living  had  inur’d  to  Ill, 

Follow’d  in  Troops  like  Furies. 

MARIUS  Junior. 

And  all  was  dose  too  when  that  Dolt  Metdlus 

Shrunk 
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Shrunk  like  a  Worm,  and  Sylla  fcarce  was  heard  of. 
CAIUS  MARIUS. 

That  curft  Metellus  Hill  has  been  my  Plague, 

And  ever  done  me  moft  deliberate  Wrong ; 

Becaufe,  like  a  tame  Hawk,  I  fcorn’d  to  fly 
Juft  at  his  Quarters,  and  attend  his  Lure. 

Becaufe  I  grew  too  great  for  him  in  Wars, 

And  ferv’d  his  Country  well,  he  hates  me.  Twie# 
Have  I  already  offer’d  him  Alliance, 

And  alk’d  Lasvinia,  Marius ,  for  thy  Bed. 

Beggary  catch  me  when  again  I  court  him. 

Why  ftgh’ft  thou,  Boy  ?  ftill  at  th’  unlucky  Name 
Of  that  Lavinta,  I  have  obferv’a  thee  thus 
With  thy  Looks  fix’d,  as  if  thy  Fate  had  feiz’d  thee, 
MARIUS  Junior. 

Why  did  you  name  Lavin'm  ?  would  Ih’had  ne’er 
Been  born,  or  that  Metellus  had  not  got  her. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Forget  her,  Marius',  fire’s  a  dainty  Bit, 

A  Delicate,  for  none  but .  Sylla' &  Tafte, 

The  Fav’rite  Sylla,  th’  Idol  that’s  fet  up 

To  blaft  thy  Hopes  and  cloud  thy  Father’s  -Glories. 

Coniider  that,  my  Marius,  and  forget  her. 

MARIUS  Junior. 

Forget  her?  Oh  !  lh’has  Beauty  might  enfnare 
A  Conqueror’s  Soul,  and  make  him  leave  his  Crowns 
At  Random,  to  be  fcuflled  for  by  Slaves. 

Forget  her  ?  Oh  !  teach  me  (great  Parent)  teach  me  j. 
Read  me  each  Day  a  Lecture  of  the  Wrongs 
Done  you  by  that  inglorious  Patrician, 

’Till  my  Heart  know  no  Longings  but  Revenge, 

And  quite  forget  Lauinia  e’er  dwelt  there. 

Methinks  ’twould  not  be  hard,  e’en  midft  the  Senat?, 

To  ftrike  this  through  him  in  his  Coilful’s  Chair, 
Tumble  him  thence,  and  mount  it  in  his  Stead. 
CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Oh  !  name  not  him  and  Confulfliip  together, 

E  4  Sjfbe 
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SjJla  and  Conful  ?  fet  ’em  far  apart 
As  Eaft  from  Weft,  for  as  they  now  are  met, 

It  bodes  Confufton,  Rome,  to  thee  and  thine. 

GR  ANIUS. 

I’d  rather  fee  Rome  but  one  funeral  Pile, 

And  all  her  People  quitting  her  like  Bees, 

Driven  by  Sulphur  from  their  Hives ; 

Much  rather  fee  her  Senators  in  Chains 
Dragg’d  thro’ the  Streets  toDeath,  and  Slaves  madeLords, 
Than  fee  that  vain  prefumptuous  Upftart’s  Pride 
Succeed  to  lead  the  Armies  you  have  bred. 

CATUS  MARIUS. 

’Tis  fuch  a  Wrong  as  even  tortures  Thought, 

That  we  whcfve  been  her  Champion  forty  Years, 
Fought  all  her  Battles  with  renown’d  Succefs, 

And  never  loft  her  yet  a  Man  in  vain, 

Should,  now  her  nobleft:  Fortune  is  at  Stake, 

And  Miihri dales'  Sword  is  drawn,  be  thrown 
Afide,  like  feme  old  broken  batter’d  Shield  : 

To  fee  my  Laurels  wither  as  I  ruft : 

And  all  this  manag’d  by  the  curfed  Craft, 

Petulant  Envy,  and  malignant  Spight 
Of  that  old  barking  Senate’s  Dog,  Metellus. 

Strike  me,  juft  Gods,  with  Thunder  to  the  Earth, 

Lay  my  gray  Hairs  low  in  the  Cave  of  Death, 

Rather  than  live  in  Mem’ry  of  fuch  Shame. 

GR  ANIUS. 

Perilh  Metellus  firft,  and  all  his  Race. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

There  fpoke  the  Soul  of  Marius.  By  the  Head 
Of  Jctie, 

I  hate  him  worfe  than  Famine  or  Difeafes. 

Perilh  his  Family,  let  inveterate  Hate 
Commence  between  our  Houfes  from  this  Moment; 

And  meeting  never  let  ’em  Bloodlefs  part. 

Go,  Granins,  bid  Sulpitius  ftraight  be  ready 
To  meet  me  with  his  Guards  upon  the  Forum. 
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By  all  the  Gods,  I’ll  chace  this  Daemon  out. 

That  rages  thus  in  Rome ;  or  let  her  Blood 
To  that  Degree,  ’till  fhe  grow  tame  enough 
To  tremble  at  the  Rod  of  my  Revenge. 

Why  didft  not  thou  applaud  me  for  the  Thought  ? 

Take  m’in  thy  Arms,  and  cherilh  my  old  Heart?-' 

’T  had  been  a  lucky  Omen.  Art  thou  dumb  ? 

MARIUS  Junior . 

As  dumb  as  folemn  Sorrow  ought  to  be. 

Could  my  Griefs  fpeak,  the  Tale  would  have  no  End- 
Mud:  I  refolve  to  hate  Mete  Hus’  Race, 

Yet  know  Lavinia  took  her  Being  thence  ?.' 

Lav  ini  a  !  Oh  !  there’s  Mulic  In  the  Name, 

That  foftning  me  to  Infant  Tendernefs, 

Makes  my  Heart  fpring  like  the  firft  Leaps  of  Li Fe. 

C  AIUS  MARIUS. 

Then  thorn  art  loft  :  If  thou  art  Man  and  Roman , 

If  thou  haft  Virtue  in  thee,  or  canft  prize 
Thy  Father’s  Honour,  fcorn  her  like  a  Slave. 

Hell !.  Love  her  ?  Damn  her  :  There’s  Metellus  in  her. 

In  every  Line  of  her  bewitching  Face, 

There’s  a  Refemblance  tells  whofe  Brood  fire  came  of 
I’d  rather  fee  thee  in  a  Brothel  trapt. 

And  bafely  wedded  to  a  Ruffian’s  Whore, 

Than  thou  fhouldft  think  to  taint  my  generous  Blood- 
With  the  bale  Puddle  of  that  o’er-fed  Gownman. 

Lavinia  ? — — - 

MAR  I U  S  Junior.. 

Yes,  Lavinia:  Is  fhe  not: 

As  harmlefs  as  the  Turtle  of  the  Woods  ? 

Fair  as  the  Summer-Beauty  of  the  Fields  ? 

As  opening  Flow’rs  untainted  yet  with  Winds,, 

The  Pride  of  Nature,,  and  the  Joy  of  Senfe  ? 

Why  firfc  did^you  bewitch. me  elfe  to  Weaknefs  ?.- 
When  from  the  Sacrifice  we  came. top-ether. 

And  as  by  her’s  our  Chariot. drove  along, 

Thefe  wero  your  Words :  That,  Marius,  that  is  fee 
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That  muft  give  Happinefs  to  thee  an  d  Rome , 

Confirming  in  thy  Arms  my  wifh’d-for  Peace 
With  old  Metellus,  and  break  Sylla’s  Heart. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Then  file  was  charming. 

MARIUS  Junior. 

Oh  !  I  found  her  fo. 

1  look’d  and  gaizfd,  and  never  mifs’d  my  Heart, 

It  fled  fo  pleaflngly  away.  But  now 
My  Soul  is  all  Lavinia’s,  how  lhe’s  fixt 
Firm  in  my  Heart  by  fecret  Vows  made  there, 

Th’  indelible  Record  of  faithful  Love, 

You’d  have  me  hate  her.  Can  my  Nature  change  T 

Create  me  o’er  again - and  I  may  be 

That  haughty  Mafter  of  myfelf  you’d  have  me  : 

But  as  I  am,  the  Slave  of  ftrong  Defires, 

That  keep  me  ftruggling  Under;  though  I  fee 
The  hopelefs  State  of  my  unhappy  Love  ; 

With  Torment,  like  a  flubborn  Slave  that  lies 
Chain’d  to  the  Floor,  lfretch’d  helplefs  on  his  Back; 

.1  look  to  Liberty,  and  break  my  Heart. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Has  fire  yet  heard  your  Love,  or  granted  her’s  ? 
MARIUS  Junior. 

If  Eyes  may  fpeak  the  Language  of  the  Heart, 

If  tend’refl  Glances,  Sighs  and  fudden  Blufhes 
May  be  interpreted  for  Love  in  one 
So  Young,  fo  Fair,  and  Innocent  as  Ihe, 

Cur  Souls  can  ne’er  be  Strangers - 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

No  more,  I’ll  have  Lavinia  nam’d  no  more. 

When  next  thou  nam’ft  her,  let  it  be  with  Infamy. 

Tell  me,  Ih’has  whor’d,  or  fled  her  Father’s  Houfe 
With  fame  coarfe  Slave  t’a  fecret  Cell  of  Lull, 

And  then  I’ll  blefs  thee. 

MARIUS  Junior. 

I  fhall  obey.  Gods,  from  your  Skies  look  down, 

And 
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And  find  like  me  one  wretched,  if  you  can. 

No,  Sir,  I’ll  fpeak  that  hateful  Name  no  more. 

But  be  as  curie  as  you  can  wilh  your  Son. 

Enter  Sulpitius. 

C  A I  US  MARIUS. 

Oh  Sulpitius  ! 

Thou  Darling  of  m’Ambition,  art  thou  come  ? 

What  News  ? 

5  UIPITIUS. 

I’ve  left  a  Prefent  at  your  Houfe, 

The  Head  of  a  Metellus,  a  gay,  tall, 

Young  Thing,  that  was  in  Time  t’have  been  a  Lord*. 
But  he’s  but  Worm’s  Meat  now. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

My  bed  Sulpitius , 

Thou  always  comfort’d  me.  See  here  a  Man, 

A  Stranger  to  my  Blood  as  well  as  Fortune ; 

But  meerly  of  his  Choice  my  Honour’s  Friend : 

What  mighty  Things  would  he  not  do  for  me  ? 

Couldd  thou,  when  Honour  call’d  thee,  whine  for  Love  ?—• 

SULPITIUS. 

How  ?  my  young  Son  of  War  in  Love  ?  with  whom  i 

MARIUS  Junior. 

A  Woman,  Sir. — I  mud  not  fpeak  her  Name. 

S  ULPITIUS. 

If  it  be  hopelefs  Love,  ufe  generous  Means, 

And  lay  a  kinder  Beauty  to  the  Wound. 

Take  in  a  new  Infe&ion  to  the  Heart, 

And  the  rank  Poifon  of  the  old  will  die — — > 

MARIUS  Junior. 

A  Planfane-Leaf  is  excellent  for  that. 

SULPITIUS. 

For  what? 

MARIUS  Junior.- 
For  broken  Shins. 
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5  ulpitius. 

Why  ?  art  thou  mad  ? 
MARIUS  Junior. 

Not  mad,  but  bound  more  than  a  Madman  is,. 
Confin’d  to  Limits,  kept  without  my  Food, 

Whipt  and  tormented. — Pr’ythee  do  not  wake  me; 

Let  me  dream  on - - 

suLPirius. 

Oh  !  the  fmall  Queen  of  Fairies 
Is  bufy  in  his  Brains ;  the  Mai  that  comes 
Drawn  by  a  little  Team  of  fmalleft  Atoms 
Oyer  Men’s  Nofes  as  they  lie  afleep, 

Tn  a  Chariot  of  an  empty  Hazel-nut, 

Made  by  a  Joiner-Squirrel :  in  which  State 
She  gallops  Night  by  Night  through  Lover’s  Brains ; 
And  then  how  wickedly  they  dream,  all  know. 
Sometimes  fire  courfes  o’er  a  Courtier’s  Nofe, 

And  then  he  dreams  of  begging  an  Eflate  ; 

Sometimes  fhe  hurries  o’er  a  Soldier’s  Neck, 

And  then  dreams  he  of  cutting  foreign  Throats ; 

Of  Breaches,  Ambufcado’s,  temper’d  Blades, 

Of  good  rich  Winter-quarters.,  and  falfe  Mullers. 
Sometimes  fhe  tweaks  a  Poet  by  the  Ear, 

And  then  dreams  he 

Of  Panegyricks,  flatt’ring  Dedications, 

And  mighty  Prefents  from  the  Lord  knows  who, 

Eut  wakes  as  empty  as  he  laid  him  down. 

She  has  been  with  Sylla  too,  and  he  dreams  now 
Of  nothing  but  a  Confulfhip. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

A  Rattle ! 

Give  the  fcntaflick  giddy  Boy  a  Rattle ; 

The  puling  Fondling  fliould  not  want  a  Play-thihg-. 

A  Confulfhip? 

SUL  PIT WS. 

By  all  the  Gods,  he?lt  fhake  it. 

H’as  drawn  a  Force  from  Capua  here  to  Rome, 
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As  if  lie  meant  Dellruction  or  Succefs : 

The  Rabble  too  are  drunk  with  him  already. - 
CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Alarum  all  our  Citizens  to  Arms 
That  are  my  Friends.  Draw  you  your  Guards  together. 
And  take  Poffeffion  of  the  Forum.  Thou, 

Inglorious  Boy,  behold  my  Face  no  more, 

’Till  thou’ft  done  fomething  worthy  of  my  Name. 
MARIUS  ‘Junior . 

Firft  perilh  Rome ,  and  all  I  hold  molt  dear. 

Rather  than  let  me  feel  my  Father’s  Hate - - 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Why,  that’s  well  faid - 

sul  pin  us. 

My  Troops  are  all  together. 
All  ready  on  the  Forum  :  But  the  Heav’ns 
Play  Tricks  with  us.  Our  Enfigns  as  they  Hood 
Difplay’d  before  our  Troops,  took  Fire  untouch’d. 

And  burnt  to  Tinder. 

Three  Ravens  brought  their  young  ones  in  the  Streets, 
Devouring  ’em  before  the  People’s  Eyes, 

Then  bore  the  Garbage  back  into  their  Nells.. 

A  Noife  of  Trumpets  rattling  in  the  Air 
Was  heard,  and  dreadful  Cries  of  dying  Men-,, 
CAIUS  MARIUS .. 

It  was  the  Roman  Genius,  that  thus  warns 
Me,  her  old  Friend,  not  to  let  flip  my  Fate. 

Ambition  !  Oil,  Ambition  !  if  I’ve  done 

For  thee  Things  great  and  well — ftiall  Fortune  now 

Forfake  me  ? 

Hark  thee,  Sulpitius  if  it  come  to  Blows, 

Let  not  a  Hair  of  that  McteUus  ’fcape  thee, 

Who’d  llrip  ray  Age  of  its  moft  dear-bought  Honours. 
Elfe  why  have  I  thus  bullied  in  the  World, 

Through  various  and  uncertain  Fortune  hurl’d'. 

But  to  be  great,  unequall’d  and  alone  ?  -v 

Which  only  he  can.be  who  ftilllfpurs  on,  C 

As  fwift  at  lalt  as  when  he  Aril  begun.  [ Exeunt .  ) 

ACT 
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A  C  T  II.  S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  Metellus  and  NussEr 
MET  ELL  US. 

I  Cannot  reft  To-night :  Ill-boding  Thoughts 
Have  chas’d  loft  Sleep  from  my  unfettled  Brains. 
This  feems  Lavinia’s  Chamber,  and  Ihe  up. 

Reft  too  To-night  has  been  a  Stranger  here. 

Lavinia  !  My  Daughter,  hoa  ?  Where  art  thou  ? 

NURSE. 

New  by  my  Maiden-head  (at  twelve  Years  oldlhadone) 
Come,  what  Lamb  ?  What,  Lady-bird?  Gods  forbid. 
Where’s  this  Girl  Laajinia  ? 

Enter  Lavimh, 

LAV  IN  I  A. 

How  now  ?  who  calls  ? 
NURSE. 

Your  Father,  Child. 

LA  VI  NT  A. 

I’m  here.  Your  Lordlhip’s  Pleafure. 

ME  TELLUS. 

Why  up  at  this  unlucky  Time  of  Night, 

When  nought  but  loathfome  Vermin  are  abroad. 

Or  Witches  gathering  pois’nous  Herbs  for  Spells 
By  the  pale  Light  of  the  cold  waning  Moon  ? 

LAV  IN  I  A. 

Alas !  I  could  not  fleep  :  In  a  fad  Drears 
Methought  I  faw  one  Handing  by  my  Bed, 

To  warn  me  I  fhould  have  a  care  of  Sleep,- 

For  ’twould  be  baneful - 

2 METELLUS. 

Dreams  give  Children  Tears. 

I  AVI- 
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LAV  IN  I  A. 

At  which  I  rofe  from  my  uneafy  Pillows 
And  to  my  Clofet  went,  to  pray  the  Gods 
T’avert  th’  unlucky  Omen. 

ME  TELLUS. 

’Twas  well  done. 

Nurfe,  give  us  leave  a  while  :  I  mull  impart 
Something  to  my  Lavinia.  Yet  flay, 

And  hear  it  too.  Thou  know’ll:  Lavinia’ s  Age. 
NURSE. 

Faith,  l  know  her  Age  to  an  Hour. 

METE  L  L  US. 

She’s  bare  fixteen. 

NURSE. 

I’ll  lay  fixteen  of  my  Teeth  of  it ;  and  yet  no  Dispa¬ 
ragement,  I  have  but  fix,  fhe’s  not  fixteen.  How  long 
is’t  now  fince  Marius  triumph’d  laft  ! 

METELLUS. 

No  matter,  Woman  ;  what  is  that  to  thee  ? 

NUR  S  E. 

Even  or  odd,  of  all  Days  in  the  Year,  fince  Marius 
enter’d  Rome  in  Triumph,  ’tis  now  even  thirteen  Years. 
Young  Marius  then  too  was  but  a  Boy.  My  Lais  and 
Ihe  were  both  of  an  Age.  Well,  Lais,  is  in  Happinefs, 
Ihe  was  too  good  for  me.  But  as  I  was  faying,  a  Month 
hence  Die’]  1  be  fixteen.  ’Tis  fince  Marius  triumph’d 
now  full  thirteen  Years,  and  then  Ihe  was  weaned. 

Sure  I  lhall  never  forget  it  of  all  Days - Upon  that 

Day  (for  I  had  then  laid  Wormwood  to  my  Breaih, 
fitting  in  the  Sun  under  the  Dove-houfe  Wall)  my  Lady 
and  you  were  at  the  Show.  Nay,  I  do  bear  a  Brain  ! 
But  as  I  faid  before,  when  it  did  talle  the  Wormwood  on 
my  Nipple,  and  felt  it  bitter,  pretty  Fool  !  to  fee  it 
teachy  and  fall  out  with  the  Nipple.  Shout,  quo’  the 
People  in  the  Streets.  ’Twas  no  need,  I  trow,  to  bid 
me  trudge.  And  fince  that  Time  it  is  thirteen  Years ; 
and  then  ihe  could  Hand  alone,  nav,  ihe  could  run  and 

waddl« 
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waddle  all  about :  For  juft  the  Day  before  Ihe  broke  her 
Forehead,  and  then  my  Hulband  (Peace  be  with  him,,  he 
was  a  merry  Man)  took  up  the  Baggage.  Ay,  quo’  he, 
doll  thou  fall  upon  thy  Face  ?  Thou  wilt  fall  backward 
when  thou  haft  more  Wit ;  wilt  thou  not,  Finny  ?  and 
by  my  Fackins,  the  pretty  Chit  left  Crying,  and  faid, 
Ay, — I  warrant  an’  I  Ihould  live  a  thoufand  Years,  I  lliould 
not  forget  it.  Wilt  thou  not,  Vinny,  quo’'  he  ;  and 
pretty  Fool,,  it  ftopt,  and  faid.  Ay. 

MET  ELL  US. 

Enough  of  this ;  flop  thy  impertinent  Chat. 

NURSE. 

Yes,  my  Lord  :  Yet  I  cannot  chufe  but  laugh,  to  think 

it  Ihould  leave  crying,  and  fay,  Ay - And  vet  in 

Sadnefs  it  had. a  Bump  on  its  Brow  as  big  as  a  Cockril’s 
Stone,  a  parlous  Knock,  and  it  cry’d  bitterly.  Ay,  quo’ 
my  Hulband  fall’ll  upon  thy  Facer  thou  wilt  fall  back¬ 
ward  when  thou  corn’ll  to  Age,  wilt  thou  not  Vinny  ? 

Took  you  now,  it  Hinted,  and  faid,  Ay - - 

METELLUS. 

Intolerable  trifling  Goflip,  Peace. 

NURSE. 

Well  ;  thou  waft  the  prettieft  Babe,  that  e’er  I  nurs’d. 
Might  I  but  live  to  fee  thee  marry’d  once,  I  Ihould  be 

happy.  It  Hinted,  and  faid,  Ay - 

ME  TE  LL  US. 

What  think  you  then  of  Marriage,  my  Lavinia  ?  It 
was  the  Subjedt  that  I  came  to  treat  of; 

LAV  IN  I  A. 

It.  is  a  Thing  I  have  not  dreamt  of  yet. 

NURSE. 

Thing  ?,  the  Thing  of  Marriage  ?  were  I  not  thy  Nurfe, 
I  would  fwear  thou  hadll  fuck’d  thy  Wifdom  from  thy 
Teat.  The  Thing  ? 

ME  TELL  US. 

Think  of  it  now  then,  for  I  come  to  make 
Propofals  may  be  worthy  of  your  Wilhes. 
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They  are  for  Sylla,  the  young,  the  gay,  the  handfome. 
Noble  in  Birth  and  Mind,  the  valiant  Sylla, 
NURSE. 

A  Man,  young  Lady,  Lady,  fuch  a  Man  as  all  the 
World — why,  he’s  a  Man  of  Wax. 

MET  E  L  L  US. 

Confider,  Child,  my  Hopes  are  all  in  thee, 

And  now  old  Age  gains  Ground  fo  fall  upon  me, 
’Mongft  all  its  fad  Infirmities,  my  Fears 
For  thee  are  not  the  fmallefh 
Therefore  I’ve  made  Alliance  with  this  Sylla, 

A  high-born  Lord,  and  of  the  nobled  Hopes 
That  Rome  can  bead,  to  give  thee  to  his  Arms  ; 

So  in  the  Winter  of  my  Age  to  find  ' 

Reft  from  all  worldly  Cares,  and  kind  rejoicing 
In  the  warm  Sunlhine  of  thy  Happinefs. 

LA  VI  N  I  A. 

If  Happinefs  be  feated  in  Content, 

Or  that  my  being  blefs’d  can  make  you  fo, 

Let  me  implore  it  on  on  my  Knees.  I  am 
Your  only  Child,  and  dill,  through  all  the  Courfe 
Of  my  pad  Life  have  been  obedient  too : 

And  as  you’ve  ever  been  a  loving  Parent, 

And  bred  me  up  with  watchful  tender’d  Care, 

Which  never  cod  me  hitherto  a  Tear  ;  j 
Name  not  that  Sylla  any  more,  indeed 
I  cannot  love  him, 

MET  E  L  LU  S. 

Why  ? 

L  AV1N I  A. 

Indeed  I  cannot, 

METE  L  L  US. 

Oh  early  Difobedience  !  by  the  Gods, 

Debauch’d  already  to  her  Sex’s  Folly, 

Perverfenefs,  and  untoward  head-drong  Will  I 

LAV  IN  l  A. 

Think  me  not  fo ;  I  gladly  lhall  fubmit 
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To  any  Thing  ;  nay,  mull  fubmit  to  all : 

Yet  think  a  little,  or  you  fell  iny  Peace. 

The  Rites  of  Marriage  are  of  mighty  Moment : 
And  fliould  you  violate  a  Thing  fo  facred 
Into  a  lawful  Rape,  and  load  my  Soul 
With  hateful  Bonds,  which  never  can  grow  eafy. 
How  miferable  am  I  like  to  be  ? 

ME  TELL  US. 

Has  then  fome  other  taken  up  your  Heart, 

And  banifli’d  Duty  as  an  Exile  thence  ? 

W  hat  fenfual  lewd  Companion  of  the  Night 
Have  you  been  holding  Converfaticn  with, 

From  open  Windows  at  a  Midnight  Hour, 

When  your  loofe  Willies  would  not  let  you  deep  ? 

L  A  V I  N I  A. 

If  I  fliould  love,  is  that  a  Fault  in  one 
So  young  as  I  ?  I  cannot  guefs  the  Caufe, 

But  whenryou  flrfl:  nam’d  Sylla  for  my  Love, 

My  Heart  flirunk  back  as  if  you’d  done  it  Wrong; 
If  I  did  love,  I’d  tell  you — if  I  durft. 

Oh  Marius  ! 

MET  E  L  L  US. 

Hah  ! 

LA  V  1  N  I  A. 

’Tvvas  Marius,  Sir,  I  nam’d. 

That  Enemy  to  you  and  all  your  Houfe. 

’Twas  an  unlucky  Omen  that  he  firft 
Demanded  me  in  Marriage  for  his  Son. 

Yet,  Sir,  believe  me,  I  as  foom  could  sved 
That  Marius,  whom  I’ve  caufe  to  hate,  as  Sylla, 

ME  TELL  US. 

No  more  ;  by  all  the  Gods,  ’twill  make  me  mad.. 
That  daily,  nightly,  hourly,  every  Way 
My  Care  has  been  to  make  thy  Fortune  high  ; 

And  having  now  provided  thee  a  Lord 
Of  noblelt  Parentage,  of  fair  Demefns, 

Early  in  Fame,  youthful,  and  well  ally’d, 
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In  every  Thing  as  Thought  could  wilh  a  Man, 

To  have  at  lafl  a  wretched  puling  Fool, 

A  whining  Suckling,  ignorant  of  her  Good, 

To  anfwer  I’ll  not  <wcd,  I  cannot  love. 

If  thou  art  mine,  refolve  upon  Compliance, 

Or  think  no  mere  to  reft  beneath  my  Roofs. 

Go,  try  thy  RiiTc  in  Fortune’s  barren  Field, 

Graze  where  thou  wilt,  but  think  no  more  cf  me, 

’Till  thy  Obedience  welcome  thy  Return. 

LA  V  INI  A. 

Will  you  then  quite  call  off  your  poor  Laninla, 

And  turn  me  like  a  Vagrant  cut  of  Doors, 

To  wander  up  and  down  the  Streets  of  Rome , 

And  beg  my  Bread  with  Sorrow  ?  Can  I  bear 
The  proud  and  hard  Re.vilings  of  a  Slave, 

Fat  with  his  Maher’s  Plenty,  when  I  afk 
A  little  Pity  for  my  pinching  Wants  ? 

Shall  I  endure  the  cold,  wet,  windy  Night, 

To  feek  a  Shelter  under  dropping  Eves, 

A  Porch  my  Bed,  a  Threlhold  for  my  Pillow, 

Shiv’ring  and  ftarv’d  for  want  of  Warmth  and  Food, 
-Swell’d  with  my  Sighs,  and  almolt  choak’d  with  Tears, 
Mull  I  at  the  uncharitable  Gates 
Of  proud  great  Men  implore  Relief  in  vain  ? 

Mull  I  your  poor  Lavinia,  bear  all  this, 

Becaufe  I  am  not  Miftrefs  of  my  Heart, 

Or  cannot  love  according  to  your  liking? 

ME  TELL  US. 

Art  thou  not  Millrefs  of  thy  Heart  then  ? 


LAV  IN  LA. 

’Tis  given  away. 

METELLUS. 
To  whom  ? 


LAV  INI  A. 

I  dare  not  tell. 

But  I’ll  endeavour  ftrangely  to  forget  him. 
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If  you’ll  forget  but  Sylla. 

METELL  US. 

Thou  doil  well. 

Conceal  his  Name  if  thou’dft  preferve  his  Life  : 

For  if  there  be  a  Death  in  Rome  that  might 
Be  bought,  it  fhould  not  mifs  him.  From  this  Hour 
Curfl  be  thy  purpofes,  moft  curft  thy  Love. 

And  if  thou  marry’ft,  in  thy  wedding  Night 
May  all  the  Curfes  of  an  injur’d  Parent 
Fall  thick,  and  blaft  the  Bleftings  of  thy  Bed.- 

L  A  V I  N I  A. 

What  have  you  done  ?  alas  !  Sir,  as  you  {poke, 
Methought  the  Fury  of  ycur  Words  took  place, 

And  ftruck  my  Heart  like  Lightning,  dead  within  me. 
Gone  too?  [Exit  Metellus. 

Is  there  no  Pity  fitting  in  the  Clouds 
That  fees  into  the  Bottom  of  my  Grief  ? 

Alas  !  that  ever  Heav’n  fhould  pradtife  Stratagems 
Upon  fo  foft  a  Subjedt  as  myfelf ! 

What  fay’d  thou  ?  haft  thou  not  a  Word  of  Joy  ? 

Some  Comfort,  Nurfe,  in  this  Extremity. 

NURSE. 

Marry  :  and  there’s  but  need  on’t  :  Ods  my  Life,  this 
Dad  of  ours  was  an  arrant  Wag  in  his  young  Days  for 
all  this.  Well,  and  what  then  ?  Marius  is  a  Man,  and 
fo’s  Sylla.  Oh!  but  Marius's  Lip  !  and  then  Sylla’s  Nofe 
and  Forehead  !  but  then  Marius’s  Eye  again,  how  ’twill 
fparkle,  and  twinkle,  and  roll,  and  fleer  ?  But  to- fee  Sy/la 
a  Horfe-back  !  but  to  fee  Marius  walk  or  dance  !  luch  a 
Leg,  fuch  a  Foot,  fuch  a  Shape,  fuch  a  Motion.  Ah  a — 
Well,  Marius  is  the  Man,  muft  be  the  Man,  andfhall  be 
the  Man. 

L  A  V  IN  I  A. 

He’s  by  his  Father’s  Nature  rough  and  fierce. 

And  knows  not  yet  the  Follies  of  my  Love  : 

And  when  he  does,  perhaps  may  fcorn  and  hate  me. 

NURSE. 
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,  NURSE. 

Yes,  yes,  he’s  a  rude,  unmannerly,  ill-bred  Fellbw« 
He’s  not  the  Flow’r  of  Courtefy  ;  but  I’ll  warrant  him, 
as  gentle  as  a  Lamb.  Go  thy  ways,  Child,  ferve  God. 
What  ?  a  Father’s  an  old  Man,  and  old  Men  they  fay 
will  take  care-  But  a  young  Man  !  Girl,  ah  !  a  young 
Man  !  there’s  a  great  deal  in  a  young  Man,  and  thou 
fhalt  have  a  young  Man.  What !  I  have  been  thyNurfe 
thefe  fixteen  Years,  and  I  lhould  know  what’s  good  for 
thee  furely.  Oh  !  Ay — a  young  Man  ! 

L  A  FIN  I  A. 

Now,  pr’ythee  leave  me  to  myfelf  a  while.  [Exit  Nurfe. 
’Tis  hardly  yet  within  two  Hours  of  Day. 

Sad  Nights  feem  long - I’ll  down  into  the  Garden. 

The  Queen  of  Night 

Shines  fair  with  all  her  Virgin  Stars  about  her. 

Not  one  amongft  them  all  a  Friend  to  me  : 

Yet  by  their  Light  a  while  I’ll  guide  my  Steps : 

And  think  what  Courfe  my  wretched  State  mull  take. 
Oh,  Marius  !  [Exit  Lavinia. 

SCENE  II.  A  walled  Garden  belonging  to 
Metellus’r  Houfe. 

Enter  Marius  Junior. 

MARIUS  Junior. 

How  vainly  have  I  fpent  this  idle  Night ! 

Even  Wine  can’t  heal  the  Ragings  of  my  Love. 

This  fure  lhould  be  the  Manfion  of  Lavinia  ; 

For  in  fuch  Groves  the  Deities  firf:  dwelt. 

Can  I  go  forward  when  my  Heart  is  here  ? 

Turn  back,  dull  Earth,  and  find  thy  Centre  out. 

[ Enters  the  Garden. 

Enter  Granius  and  Sulpitius. 
GRANIUS. 

This  Way — he  went — Why,  Marius  !  Brother  Marius  f 

SUL - 
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sulpitius. 

Perhaps  he’s  wife  and  gravely  gone  to  Bed. 

There’s  not  lb  weak  a  Drunkard  as  a  Lover  ; 

One  Bottle  to  his  Lady’s  Health  quite  addles  hint. 

GRJNIUS. 

He  ran  this  this  Way,  and  leap’d  this  Orchard-wall, 
Call,  good  Sulpitius. 

sul  pin  us. 

Nay,  I’ll  conjure  too. 

Why,  Marius  !  Humours  !  Paffion  !  Mad-man  !  Lover  ! 
Appear  thou  in  the  Likenefs  of  a  Sigh. 

Speak  but  one  Word,  and  I  am  fatisfy’d. 

He  hears  not,  neither  ftirs  he  yet.  Nay  then 
I  conjure  thee  by  bright  La-vinia' s  Eyes, 

By  her  high  Forehead,  and  her  fcarlet  Lip, 

By  her  fine  Foot,  ftrait  Leg,  and  quivering  Thigh. 

And  the  Demefns  that  there  adjacent  lie, 

That  in  thy  Likenefs  thou  appear  to  us. 

GRJNIUS. 

Hold,  good  Sulpitius ,  this  will  anger  him - - 

SULPITIUS. 

This  cannot  anger  him.  ’Twould  anger  him 
To  raife  a  Spirit  in  his  Lady’s  Arms, 

’Till  lire  had  laid  and  charm’d  it  down  again. 

G  RJNIUS. 

Let’s  go  ;  he  has  hid  himfelf  among  thefe  Trees, 

To  dye  his  melancholick  Mind  in  Night : 

Blind  in  his  Love,  and  bell  befits  the  Dark. 

SULPITIUS. 

Pox  o’ this  Love,  this  little  fcarecrow  Love, 

That  frights  Fools  with  his  painted  Bow  of  Lath 
Out  of  their  feeble  Senfe. 

GRJNIUS. 

Stop  there — let’s  leave  the  Subject  and  its  Slave  j 
Or  burn  Metellus ’  Houfe  about  his  Ears. 

SULPITIUS. 

This  Morning  Sylla  means  to  enter  Rome : 
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Your  Father  too  demands  the  Confullhip. 

Yet  now  when  he  Ihou’d  think  of  cutting  Throats, 

Your  Brother’s  loft  ;  loft  in  a  Maze  of  Love, 

The  idle  Truantry  of  callow  Boys. 

I’d  rather  truft  my  Fortunes  with  a  Daw, 

That  hops  at  every  Butterfly  he  fees. 

Than  have  to  do  in  Honour  with  a  Man 

That  fells  his  Virtue  for  a  Woman’s  Smiles.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Marius  Junior  in  the  Garden 
MARI  US  Junior. 

He  laughs  at  Wounds  that  never  felt  their  Smart. 
What  Light  is  that  which  breaks  thro’  yonder  Shade  ? 

[Lavinia  in  the  Balcony „ 

Oh  !  ’tis  my  Love. 

She  feems  to  hang  upon  the  Cheek  of  Night, 

Fairer  then  Snow  upon  the  Raven’s  Back, 

Or  a  rich  Jewel  in  an  Ethioy,' s  Ear. 

Were  fhe  in  yonder  Sphere,  fhe’d  Ihine  fo  bright, 

That  Birds  would  flng,  and  think  the  Day  were  breaking, 

LAVINIA. 

Ah  me  ! 

MARIUS  Junior. 

She  fpeaks. 

Oh  !  fpeak  again,  bright  Angel  ;  for  thou  art 
As  glorious  to  this  Night,  as  Sun  at  Noon 
To  the  admiring  Eyes  of  gazing  Mortals, 

When  he  beftrides  the  lazy  paceing  Clouds, 

And  fails  upon  the  Bofom  of  the  Air. 

LAVINIA. 

O  Marius,  Marius  !  wherefore  art  thou  Marius  ? 
Deny  thy  Family,  renounce  thy  Name  :1 
Or  if  thou  will  not,  be  but  fworn  my  Love, 

And  I’ll  no  longer  call  Metellus  Parent. 

MARIUS  Junior. 

Shall  I  hear  this,  and  yet  keep  Silence  ? 
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L  AT  IN  I  A. 

No. 

’Tis  but  thy  Name  that  is  my  Enemy. 

Thou  would!!  be  Hill  thyfelf,  tho’  not  a  Marius , 
Belov’d  of  me,  and  charming  as  thou  art. 

What’s  in  a  Name  ?  that  which  we  call  a  Rofe, 

By  any  other  Name  wou’d  fmell  as  fweet. 

So  Marius,  were  he  not  Marius  call’d. 

Be  Hill  as  dear  to  my  defiring  Eyes, 

Without  that  Title  .  Marius,  lofe  thy  Name, 

And  for  that  Name,  which  is  no  Part  of  thee. 

Take  all  La-uinia. 

M  A  R  I  U  S  'Junior. 

At  thy  Word  I  take  thee. 

Call  me  but  thine,  and  Joys  will  fo  tranfport  me, 

I  fhall  forget  myfelf,  and  quite  be  chang’d. 

LAV  IN  I  A. 

Who  art  thou,  that  thus  hid  and  veil’d  in  Night, 
Half  overheard  my  Follies  ? 

MARIUS  Junior. 

By  a  Name 

I  know  not  how  to  tell  thee  who  I  am. 

My  Name,  dear  Creature’s  hateful  to  myfelf ; 
Becaufe  it. is  an  Enemy  to  thee. 

LAV  IN  I  A. 

Marius  ?  how  cam’ll;  thou  hither  ?  tell,  and  why  ? 
The  Orchard-walls  are  high,  and  hard  to  climb, 
And  the  Place  Death,  confidering  who  thou  art. 

If  any  of  our  Family  here  find  thee. 

.By  whole  Diredlions  didft  thou  find  this  Place  ? 

M  A  R  I  U  S  Junior . 

By  Love,  that  firfl:  did  prompt  me  to  enquire. 

He  lent  me  Counfel,  and  I  lent  him  Eyes. 

I  am  no  Pilot  ;  yet  wert  thou  as  far 

As  the  vail  Shore  walh’d  by  the  farthell  Sea, 

Td  hazard  Pvuin  for  a  Prize  fo  dear - - 
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L  AV  INI  A. 

Oil  Marius !  vain  are  all  fuch  Hopes  and  Willies. 

The  Hand  of  Heav’n  has  thrown  a  Bar  between  us. 

Our  Houfes  Hatred  and  the  Fate  of  Rome , 

Where  none  but  Sylla  muft  be  happy  now. 

All  bring  him  Sacrifices  of  fome  fort, 

And  I  mull  be  a  Viftim  to  his  Bed. 

To-night  my  Father  broke  the  dreadful  News  j 
And  when  I  urg’d  him  for  the  Right  of  Love, 

He  threaten’d  me  to  banilh  me  his  Houfe, 

Naked  and  Ihiftlefs  to  the  World.  Wouldll  thou, 
Marius,  receive  a  Beggar  to  thy  Bofom  ? 

MARIUS  Junior. 

Oh  !  were  my  Joys  but  fixt  upon  that  Point, 

I’d  then  lhake  Hands  with  Fortune  and  be  Friends  ; 
Thus  grafp  my  Happinefs,  embrace  it  thus, 

And  blefs  th’  ill  Turn  that  gave  thee  to  my  Arms. 
LAVINIA. 

Thou  know’ll  the  Mafic  of  Night  is  on  my  Face, 

Fife  fhould  I  blulh  for  what  thou’lt  heard  me  fpeak. 
bain  would  I  dwell  on  Form  ;  fain,  fain  deny 
The  Things  I’ve  faidj  but  farewel  all  fuch  Follies. 

Doll  thou  then  love  ?  I  know  thou’lt  fay  thou  doll ; 

And  I  mull  take  thy  Word,  tho’  thou  prove  falfe. 
MARIUS  Junior. 

By  yon  bright  Cynthia's  Beams  that  Ihines  above. 
LAVINIA. 


Oh  !  fwear  not  by  the  Moon,  th’  inconllant  Moon, 
That  changes  monthly,  and  Ihines  but  by  Seafons, 

Left  that  thy  Love  prove  variable  too. 

MARIUS  Junior . 

What  lhall  I  fwear  by  ? 


LAVINIA. 

Do  not  fwear  at 
Or,  if  thou  wilt,  fwear  by  thy  gracious 
W  ho  art  the  God  of  my  Idolatry, 

And  I’ll  believe  thee. 

VO  l.  III. 
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MARIUS  Junior. 

Witnefs  all  ye  Powers. 

LA  V I N  I  A. 


■Nay,  do  not  fwear ;  although  my  Joy  be  great. 

I’m  hardly  fatisfy’d  with  this  Night’s  Contract  : 

It  Teems  too  ralh,  too  unadvis’d  and  Tudden, 

Too  like  the  Lightning,  which  doth  ceafe  to  be 
Ere  one  can  Tay  it  is.  Therefore  this  time 
Good-night,  my  Marius.  May  a  happier  Hour 
Bring  us  to  crown  our  Wilhes. 

MARIUS  Junior. 

Why  wilt  thou  leave  me  To  unfatisfy’d? 

LAV  IN  I. A. 

W'hat  ,wouldd  thou  have  ? 

.M  A  R  I  U  S  Junior. 

Th’  Exchange  of  Love  for  mine. 
LAV  IN  I  A. 


I  gave  thee  mine  before  thou  didll  requeft  it  j 
And  yet  I  wifli  I  could  retrieve  it  back. 

M  A  R  I  U  S  Junior. 

Why  ? 


LAVINIA. 

But  to  be  frank,  and  give  it  thee  again. 
My  Bounty  is  as  boundlefs  as  the  Sea, 

My  Love  as  deep  :  the  more  I  give  to  thee. 
The  more  I  have  :  for  both  are  infinite. 

I  hear  a  Noife  within.  Farewel,  my  Marius  j 
-Or  flay  a  little,  and  I’ll  come  again. 

MARIUS  Junior. 

Stay  !  fure  for  ever. 

L  A  VI  N I  A. 


Three  Words,  and,  Marius ,  then  Good-night  indeed. 
If  that  thy  Love  be  honourably  meant, 

Thy  Purpoft  Marriage,  fend  me  Word  To-morrow, 
And  all  my  Fortunes  at  thy  Feet  I’ll  lay. 

NURSE  [within.] 
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LAVINIA. 

I  come  anon.  But  if  thou  mean ’ft  not  well, 
l  do  befeech  thee 

NURSE  [wit. bin.] 

Madam  !  Madam  ! - ■ 

LAVINIA . 

By  and  by,  I  come. 

To  ceafe  thy  Suit,  and  leave  me  to  my  Griefs. 
To-morrow  I  will  fend  —  ■  — 

MARIUS  'Junior 

So  thrive  my  Soul.  Is  not  all  this  a  Dream, 
Too  lovely,  fvveet  and  flattering  to  be  true? 

Re-enter  Lav  i  n  i-a. 


[Exit. 


L  A  V 1  N  I  A. 

Hift,  Marius,  hift.  Oh  for  a  Faulkner’s  Voice, 
To  lure  this  Taflel  gentle  back  again. 

Reftraint  has  Fears,  and  may  not  fpeak  aloud  : 

Fife  I  would  tear  the  Cave  where  Echo  lies. 

With  Repetition  of  my  Marius - - . 

M  A  R  I  U  S  Junior . 

It  is  my  Love  that  calls  me  back  again. 

How  fweetly  Lovers  Voices  found  by  Night ! 

Like  fofteft  Muftck  to  attending  Ears. 

LAVINIA. 

Marius . 

M  A  R  I  U  S  Junior . 

My  Dear. 

LAVINIA. 


At  what  o’clock  To-morrow, 

Shall  I  fend  to  thee  ? 

MARIUS  Junior. 

At  the  Hour  of  nine. 

LAVINIA. 

I  will  not  fail  :  ’Tis  twenty  Years  till  then  — 

I  have  forgot  why  I  did  call  thee  back. 


MARIUS  Junior. 

Let  me  here  flay  till  thou  femember’ft  why. 

G  2 
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L  A  V  IN  I  A. 

The  Morning’s  breaking  ;  I  would  have  thee  gone 
And  yet  no  farther  than  a  Wanton’s  Bird, 

That  lets  it  hop  a  little  from  her  Hand, 

To  pull  it  by  its  Fetters  back  again. 

MARIUS  'Junior . 

Would  I  were  thine. 

L  AVI  N I  A. 

.►Indeed  and  fo  would  I  : 

Yet  I  fnould  kill  thee  fure  with  too  much  cherifhing. 

No  more- - Good-night. 

© 

M  A  R  I  U  S  Junior . 

There’s  fuch  fweet  Pain  in  parting. 
That  I  could  hang  for  ever  on  thy  Arms, 

And  look  away  my  Life  into  thy  Eyes. 

L  A  FIN  I  A. 

To-morrow  will  come. 

M  A  R  I  U  S  Junior, 

So  it  will.  Good-night. 

Heav’n  be  thy  Guard  ;  and  ail  its  Bleffings  wait  thee - 

[Exit  Lavinia. 

To-morrow  !  ’tis  no  longer  :  but  Defires 
Are  fwift,  and  longing  Love  wou’d  lavifli  Time. 
To-morrow  !  Oh  To-morrow  !  ’till  that  come, 

The  tedious  Hours  move  heavily  away. 

And  each  long  Minute  feems  a  lazy  Day. 

Already  Light  is  mounted  in  the  Air, 

Striking  itfelf  thro’  every  Element. 

Our  Party  will  by  this  time  be  abroad, 

To  try  the  Fate  of  Marius  and  Rome. 

Love  and  Renown  fure  court  me  thus  together. 

Smile,  fmile,  ye  Gods,  and  give  Succcfs  to  both.  [Exit, 
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SCENE  III.  The  Forum, 

Enter  four  C  x  T  i  z  E  N  s . 

3  CITIZEN . 

Well,  Neighbours,  now  we  are  here,  what  mud  we  do  ? 

1  CITIZEN. 

Why,  you  muft  give  your  Vote  for  Cains  Marios 
to  be  Conful  :  And  if  any  Body  fpeaks  againft  you  knock 
’em  down. 

2  CITIZE  N. 

The  Truth  on’t  is,  there’s  nothing  like  a  civil  Govern¬ 
ment,  where  good  Subjects  may  have  leave  to  knock 
Brains  out  to  maintain  Privileges. 

3  CITIZEN. 

Look  you — but  what’s  this  SyHa  ?  this  Sylla?  I’ve 

heard  gyeat  Talk  of  him. - He’s  a  damnable  fighting 

Fellow  they  fay;  but  hang  him  - - he’s  a  Lord. 

i  CITIZEN. 

Ay,  fo  he  is,  Neighbours  :  And  I  know  not  why  any 
one  fhould  be  a  Lord  more  than  another.  I  care  not  for 
a  Lord  :  What  good  do  they  do  ?  nothing  but  run  in  our 
Debts,  and  lie  with  our  Wives— — 

4  CITIZEN. 

Why,  there’s  a  Grievance  now.  I  have  three  Boys  at 
Home,  no  more  mine  than  Rome’ s  mine.  They  are  all 
fair  curl’d-hair  Cupids  ;  and  I’m  an  honed,  black,  tawny, 

Kettle-fac’d  Fellow. - I’ll  ha’  no  Lords. - 

[Drums  and  Trumpets, 

i  CITIZEN. 

Hark  1  hark  !  Drums  and  Trumpets  !  Drums  and 
Trumpets  !  they  are  coming.  Be  you  Pure  you  rear  out 
for  a  Marius  ;  and  do  as  much  Mifchief  as  you  can.— •  — 
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Enter  Cajus  Marius  and  his  Sons ;  Ma  r  i  u  s  borne 
upon  the  Shoulders  ,of  tnjjo  B.oman  Slaves  ;  Sv  lpitj  v  s 
a!  the  Head  of  the  Guards.  [Trumpets. 

SUL  P  1T1US. 

Harken,  ye  Men  of  Rome  :  I,  I,  Sulpitias , 

Your  Tribune  and  Protector  of  your  Freedom, 

By  Virtue  of  that  Office  here  have  call’d  you 
To  chufe  a  Conful.  Mithridates  King 
Of  Pontus  has  begun  a  War  upon  us, 

Invaded  our  Allies,  our  Edicts  violated, 

And  threatens  Rowe  itfclf.  Whom  will  you  chufe 
To  lead  you  forth  in  this  molt  glorious  War  ? 

Marius,  or  Sylla  ? 

All  CITIZENS. 

A  Marius  !  a  Marius  !  a  Marius  ! 

CAJUS  MARIUS \ 

Country-men, 

And  Fellow-Citizens,  my  Brethren  all, 

Or,  if  it  may  be  thought  a  dearer  Name, 

My  Sons,  my  Children,  Glory  of  my  Age  ; 

I  come  not  hither  arm’d  to  force  your  Suffrage, 

As  Sylla  does  to  enter  Rome  with  Power, 

As  if  he  meant  a  Triumph  o’er  his  Country. 

I  have  not  made  a  Party  in  the  Senate, 

To  bring  you  into  Slavery,  or  load 

Your  Necks  with  the  hard  Yoke  of  lordly  Power, 

I  am  no  Noble,  but  a  free-born  Man, 

A  Citizen  of  Rome,  as  all  you  are, 

A  Lover  of  your  Liberties,  and  Laws, 

Your  Bights' and  Privileges.  Witnefs  here 
Thefe  Wounds,  svhich  in  your  Service  I  have  got, 

And  belt  plead  for  me - 

All  CITIZENS. 

Marius!  Marius'  Marius!  No  Sylla!  no  Sylla!  no 
Sylla  ! 

SULPITIUS. 

No  more  remains,  molt  honourable  Conful, 
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Sub  that  ftraight  you  mount  the  Seat  Tribunal- — 

Li&ors;  bring  your  Rods 

Axes  and  Fafces,  and  prefent  ’em  here. 

Hail  Caius  Marius,  Conful  of  the  War. 

Trumpet.  Enter  Metelius,  C  i  n  n  a  ,■  A  n  to  n  i  u  s, 
Qjj  intus  Pompeius,  his  Son,  Sec.  Guards. 

M  ETELLU  S. 

•  See,  Romans,  there  the  Ruin  of  your  Freedom, 

The  blazing  Meteor  that  bodes  ill  to  Rente, 

Oppreflion,  Tyranny,  Avarice  and  Pride, 

All  centre  in  that  melancholick  Brew. 

It  you  are  mad  for  Slavery,  long  to  try 

The  Weight  of  abs’lute  Chains,  once  more  preclaim  him, 

And  fhout  fe  loud  ’till  Mithridates  hear. 

And  laugh  to  think  your  Throats  fit  for  his  Sword. 

Take  me,  ■  take  all  your  Senators,  and  drag 

Us  headlong  to  the  Tyber, - plunge  us  in. 

And  bid  adieu  to  Liberty  for  ever — — 

Then  turn  and  fall  before  your  new-made  God  ; 

Bring  your  Eftates,  your  Children  and  your  W’ives, 

And  lay  ’em  at  the  Feet  of  his  Ambition. 

This  you  muft  do,  and  well  it  will  become 

Such  Slaves,  who  fell  their  Charters  for  a  Holy-day. 

CITIZENS. 

No  Marius  !  no  Marius  ! 

M  ET  E  L  Ll/S. 

Quintus  Pompeius,  in  the  Senate’s  Name, 

As  Conful,  we  command  thee  to  demand 
Jufticeof  Marius,  and  proclaim  him  Traitor. 

POMPEIUS. 

Defcend  then,  Marius,  Traitor  to  the  State 
And  Liberty  of  Rome,  and  hear  thy  Sentence. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Now,  by  the  Gods,  this  Caufe  is  worthy  of  me. 
Worthy  my  Fate. 

14  this  the  Right  and  Liberty  of  Rome, 
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To  pull  its  lawful  Conful  from  his  Seat 
Unjudg’d,  and  brand  him  with  the  Mark  of  Traitor  } 
Draw  all  your  Swords,  all  you  th3t  are  my  Friends. 
Sulpitius ,  damn  the  Rabble,  let ’em  fall 
Like  common  Drofs,  with  that  well  fpoken  Fool, 

That  popular  Clack  ;  or  let  us  fell  our  Fates 
So  dear,  that  Rome  may  ficken  with  our  Fail. 

All  CITIZENS. 

No  Marius  f  no  Marius  !  Down  with  him,  down  with 
him- - 

SUL  P  ITIUS. 

Ha !  What  art  thou  ? 

PO  MP  E  IUS’s  Sen. 

The  Conful’s  Son. 

SUL  P  ITIUS. 

A  Worm  ; 

A  thin  Skin  full  of  Dirt ;  and  thus  I  tread  thee 

into  thy  Mother  Earth. - — —  [ Kills  him. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Drag  hence  that  Traitor. 

And  bring  me  flraight  his  Head  upon  thy  Dart. 

The  Fate  of  Rome’s  begun. 

<£.  P  O  M  P  E  IU  S. 

Our  Children  murder’d. 
Thus  maffacred  before  our  Eyes  !  Come  all 
That  krve  Pompeius,  and  revenge  his  Lofs. 

SULPITIUS. 

Fall  on. 

All  CITIZEN  Si 

No  Marius!  no  Marius  !  Liberty!  Liberty!  &c. 

[They  fight ,  Marius  conquers. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Thanks  for  this  good  Beginning,  Gods.  Thefe  Slaves 
Thefe  wide-mouth’d  Brutes,  that  bellow  thus  for  Freedom5 
Oh  !  how  they  ran  before  the  Hand  of  Pow’r, 

Flying  for  Shelter  into  every  Brake  ! 

Like  cow’rdly  fearful  Sheep  they  break  their  Herd, 

When 
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When  the  Wolf’s  out  and  ranging  for  his  Prey. 
Sulfitius,  thy  Guards  did  noble  Service. 

SUL  PITIUS. 

Oh  !  they  2re  Fellows  fit  for  you  and  I, 

Fit  for  the  Work  of  Power :  fay  the  Word, 

Not  one  among!!  ’em  all  but  what  fhall  run. 

Take  an  old  grumbling  Senator  by  th’  Beard, 

And  fhake  his  Head  off  from  his  fhrinking  Shoulders. 

CJIUS  MJRIUS. 

Sjlla,  I  hear,  is  at  the  Gates  of  Rome. 

Proclaim  flraight  Liberty  to  every  Slave 
That  will  but  own  the  Caufe  of  Caius  Marius. 

Horror,  Confufion,  and  inverted  Order, 

Vaft  Defolation,  Slaughter,  Death  and  Ruin 
Mull  have  their  Courfes,  ere  this  Ferment  fettle. 

‘  Thus  the  great  Jove  above,  who  rules  alone, 

H  When  Men  forget,  his  God-like  Pow’r  to  own, 

4  Ufes  no  common  Means,  no  common  Ways, 

4  But  fends  forth  Thunder,  and  the  World  obeys. 


[Exeunt. 


ACT  III.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  Sutf  itiuj,  Granids,  and  all  the.  Guards • 
S  U  L  P  IT  1  US. 


RO  M  E  never  faw  a  Morning  fare  like  this  : 

Now  Ihe  begins  to  know  the  Rod  of  Pow’r  ; 
Her  wanton  Blood  can  fmart. 

Were  I  the  Counful,  not  a  Head  in  Rome , 

That  had  but  Thoughts  of  Sylla,  fhculd  Hand  fafe. 
G  RAN  1U  S. 

Slaughter  fhou’d  have  continu’d  with  the  Day. 
Mercy  but  gives  Sedition  Time  to  rally. 

Every  foft,  pliant,  talking,  bufy  Rogue, 
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Gathering  a  Flock  of  hot-brain’d  Fools  together, 

Can  preach  up  new  Rebellion.  ’Till  the  Heads 
Of  all  thofe  heav’nly-infpir’d  Knaves  be  crulh’d, 

No  Power  can  be  fafe' - 

5  UL  P  ITIUS. 

Much  will  this  Day 

Determine  ;  Syl/a’s  now  before  the  Walls, 

And  all  his  Forces  ready  for  Command. 

Four  thoufand  Slaves  have  taken  hold  on  Freedom, 

And  come  oii  Proclamation  to  our  Side. 

GRJNIUS. 

Where  Ihouid  my  Brother  be  ?  He  came  not  home 
To-night. 

suLpirius. 

Think  of  him  as  a  Wretch  that’s  dead, 

Stabb’d  with  an  Eye,  run  thro’  the  Brains  with  Love. 

G  RA  N  IU  S. 

He  talk’d  of  fending  Sylla  a  Defiance. 

SU  I  P  ITIUS. 

Writ  with  a  Pen  made  of  a  Cupid' %  Quill. 

G  RA  NIU  S. 

Why,  what  is  Sylla  ? 

S  U  L  P  IT  IU  S. 

A  moll  courageous  Captain  at  a  Congee  ; 

Fie  fights  by  Meafure,  as  your  Artifts  fing. 

Keeps  Diftance,  Time,  Proportion,  Refts  his  Refts, 

One,  two,  and  the  third  in  your  Guts. 

Oh  !  he’s  the  very  Butcher  of  a  Button. 

G  R  A  NIU  S. 

Would  I  cou’d  fee  my  Brother.  That  damn’d  Love 
Of  V/omen  ruins 'noblefl:  Purpofes. 

SU  L  P  IT  IU  S. 

That  Sex  was  firil  in  Mockery  of  us  made. 

They  are  the  falfe  deceitful  Glafies,  where 
We  gaze  and  drefs  ourfelves  to  all  the  Shapes 
Of  Folly.  What  is’t  Woman  cannot  do? 

She’ll  make  a  Statefman  quite  forget  his  Cunning, 

And  truft  his  dearefl  Secrets  to  her  Break, 
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Where  Fops  have  daily  Entrance  :  Make  a  Prieft, 
Forgetting  the  Hypocrify  of’s  Office, 

Dance  and  ihow  Tricks,  to  prove  his  Strength  and  Brawn  ; 
Make  a  Projettor  quibble,  an  old  Judge 
Put  on  falfe  Hair,  and  paint :  And  after  all. 

Though  Ihe  be  known  the  lewdelt  of  her  Sex, 

She’ll  make  fome  Fool  or  other  think  (he’s  honeft. 

Your  Father  promis’d  me  to  meet  me  here. 

I  wonder  he  delays  fo  long. 

GRAN  IU  S. 

He  comes ; 

And  with  him  too  my  Brother. 

SUL  P  IT  IUS. 

See  your  General, 

Salute  him  all  my  Fellow-Soldiers.  [Shout. 

Enter  Ga  i  u  s  Marius,  and  Marius  Junior. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

This, 

Sulpitius,  looks  like  Power.  Granins ,  here 
Receive  thy  Brother  to  thy  Arms,  and  blefs  him  : 

He’s  done  a  thing  moll  worthy  of  our  Name, 

Sent  a  Defiance  into  Syl/a’s  Camp, 

Challenging  forth  the  ftouteft  Champion  there, 

In  Vindication  of  his  Father’s  Caufe, 

And  not  an  Out-law  there  dare  fend  his  Anfwer. 

Once  more  Sulpitius,  are  the  People  ours, 

Enrag’d  with  Sylla’s  coming  arm’d,  to  force 
The  City.  At  the  Celimontane  Gate 
He’s  poked  now,  let’s  fend  him  ftraight  Commands 
I’  th’  Name  o’  th’  Senate  and  the  Roman  People, 

T’  advance  no  farther,  ’till  the  State  of  Rome 
Be  heard  in  publick,  and  my  Choice  confirm’d. 

Or  he  continu’d  Cohful. - 

SU  L  P  IT  IUS. 

That  would  be 

But  to  prolong  Neceffity  ;  for  Rome 
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Mull  bleed  :  And  fince  the  Rabble  now  is  ours, 

Keep  the  Fools  hot,  preach  Dangers  in  their  Ears, 
Spread  falfe  Reports  o’  th’  Senate,  working  up 
Their  Madnefs  to  a  Fury  quick  and  defp’rate, 

’Till  they  run  headlong  into  civil  Difcords, 

And  do  our  Bufinefs  with  their  own  Deftrudlion. 

Granius,  go  thou. 

Send  Word  to  Sylla  that  he  lay  down  Arms, 

And  render  up  himfelf  to  Rome . 

MAR  JUS  Junior. 

There’s  ftill 

A  dangerous  Wheel  at  work,  a  thoughtful  Villain, 
Cinna,  who’as  rais’d  his  Fortune  by  the  Jars 
And  Difcords  of  his  Country  :  like  a  Fly 
O’er  Flefh,  he  buzzes  about  itching  Ears, 

’Till  he  has  vented  his  Infedlion  there, 

To  feller  into  Rancour  and  Sedition. 

Would  he  were  fefe. 

CAIVS  MARIUS. 

And  fafe  "he  lhall  be  :  let  him  be  profcrib’d, 

The  Fine  upon  his  Head  its  Weight  in  Gold. 

Wou’d  I  cou’d  buy  Metellus’ s  as  cheap. 

I  have  a  tender  Foolilhnefs  within  me 
May  fometimes  get  the  better  of  my  Rage. 

Svipitius,  therefore  keep  me  warm  ;  Hill  ply 
My  ebbing  Fury  with  the  Thoughts  of  Sylla> 

Th’  ungrateful  Senate,  and  MeteUus ’  Pride  ; 

And  let  not  any  thing  may  make  me  dreadful 
lie  left,  undone.  Now  to  our  Troops  let’s  halten, 

And  wait  for  Sylla’ s  Anfwer  at  our  Arms. 

Ex.  Caius  Mar.  and  Granius. 

S  ULPITIUS. 

Is  not  this  better  now  than  whining  Love  ? 

-X°w  thou  again  art  Marius ,  Son  of  Arms, 

Thy  Father’s  Honour,  and  thy  Friend’s  Delight. 


Enter 


of  C  a  i  u  s  Marius.  157 

Enter  Nurse  and  Clodius, 
MARIUS  Junior. 

Sulpitius  what  comes  here  ;  a  Sail,  Sulpitius. 

SUL  P  ITIUS. 

A  tatter’d  one,  and  Weather-beaten  much. 

Many  a  boift’rous  Storm  has  Ihe  been  tofs’d  in. 

And  many  a  Pilot  kept  her  to  the  Wind. 

NURSE. 

Clodius. 

CLODIUS. 

Madam. 

SUL  P  ITIUS. 

Madam  ! 

NURSE. 

My  Fan,  Clodius v 
SULPITIUS. 

Ay,  good  Clodius,  to  hide  her  Face. 

NURSE, 

Good-morrow,  Gentlemen. 

SULPITIUS. 

Good-even,  fair  Gentlewoman. 

NURSE. 

Fair  Gentlewoman  !  Really  ’tis  very  hot. 

SULPITIUS. 

It  fhould  be  fo  by  your  Ladylhip’s  parch’d  Face. 

NURSE. 

Marry  come  ap,  my  Goiiip  :  Whofe  Man  are  you  h. 

SULPITIUS. 

A  Woman’s  Man,  my  Sybil:  wouldft  thou  try 
My  Strength  in  Feats  of  amorous  Engagement, 

Lead  me  among  the  Beauteous,  where  they  run 
Wild  in  their  Youth,  and  wanton  to  their  Wildnefs,. 
Where  I  may  chufe  the  foremofi:  of  the  Herd, 

And  bear  her  trembling  to  fome  Bank,  bedeck’d 
With  fweetefl:  Flowers,  fuch  as  Joy  would  chufe 
To  dwell  in;  throw  my  infpir’d  Arms  about  her, 

"  And 
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And  prefs  her  ’till  fhe  thought  herfelf  more  blefs’d' 
Than  Io  panting  with  the  Joys  of  Jove. 

NURSE. 

Panting?  Joys?  and  Jove?  Now  by  my  troth  ’tis 
ver  pretty.  But,  Gentlemen,  can  any  of  you  tell  where 
I  may  End  young  Marius? 

MARIUS  Junior. 

Yes,  I  can  tell  you,  Madam.  I  am  he. 

SUL  PIT1  US. 

Hah  1  by  this  Light,  a  Bawd.  So  ho  ! 

Come,  let’s  away.  I  hate  a  Morning  Bawd, 

That  ltinks  of  lait  Night’s  Office -  [Exit.  Snip. 

NURSE. 

Pray,  Sir,  what  fancy  Fellow’s  he  that’s  goner 

MARIUS  Junior. 

A  Gentleman,  Nurfe,  that  loves  to  hear  himfclf  talk  ; 
and  will  fpeak  more  in  a  Minute  than  he’ll  Hand  to  in  a 
Month. 

NURSE. 

And  he  fpeak  any  thing  agair.il  me,  I’ll  take  him  down, 
an’  he  were  loftier  than  he  is,  and  twenty  fuch  Jacks, 
or  I'll  find  thofe  that  fhall.  But  now.  Sir,  I  wiih  you 

much  Joy - 1  hear  you  are - 

MARIUS  Junior. 

Marry’d ;  this  Day  the  blefled  Deed  was  done. 

When  the  unhappy  Difcords  firlt  took  Flame 
Eetwixt  my  Father  and  the  Senate;  then 
A  holy  PrieE  of  Hymen,  whom  with  Gold 
I  brib’d  to  yield  us  privately  his  Office, 

Join’d  our  kind  Hands,  and  now  Ihe’s  ever  mine, 

NURSE. 

Well :  ’fore  God,  I  am  fo  vex’d,  that  every  Part  about 
me  quivers.  But  pray,  Sir,  a  Word :  and  as  I  told  you, 
my  young  Lady  bade  me  find  you  out.  What  Ihe  bade  me 
fay.  I’ll  keep  to  mvfelf.  But  firll  let  me  tell  you,  if  you 
have  led  her  into  a  Fool’s  Paradife,  as  they  fay  :  For  the 
Gentlewoman  is  young,  and  therefore  if  you  Ihould  deaL 
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doubly  with  her,  though  you  don’t  look  like  a  Gentle¬ 
man  that  wou’d  ufe  double  Dealing  with  a  Lady.——  - 
MARIUS  Junior. 

Commend  me  to  thy  Lady,  I  proteft - 

NURSE. 

Good  Heart,  and  i’faith,  I  will  tell  her  as  much. 
Lord  !  Lord  !  fhe  will  be  a  joyful  Woman. 

MARIUS  J  unior. 

Bid  her  devife  this  Evening  to  receive 
Me  at  her  Window :  Here  is  for  thy  Pains—  [Gives-  Money. 
NURSE. 

No  truly.  Sir ;  not  a  Drachma. 

MARIUS  Junior, 

Away  ;  I  fay  you  fhall. 

NURSE. 

This  Evening,  fay  you  ?  well,  Ihe  fhall  be  there. 
MARIUS  Junior. 

And  flay,  kind  Nurfe,  behind  the  Garden-wall. 
Within  this  Hour  my  Man  fhall  meet  thee  there. 

And  bring  thee  Cords  made  like  a  Tackling-Ladder, 
Which  to  the  blefled  Manfion  of  my  Joy 
Mud  be  my  Conduft  in  the  fecret  Night. 

Farewel — be  true,  and  I’ll  reward  thy  Pains. 

NURSE. 

Now  Heav’ns  blefs  thee - Hark  you,  Sir. 

MARIUS  Junior. 

What  fay’d  thou,  Nurfe  ? 

NURSE. 

Nothing,  but  that  my  Midrefs  is  the  fvveeted  Lady. 
Lord  !  Lord!  when  ’twas  a  little  prating  Thing — Oh  ! 

- - there’s  a  Spark,  one  Sylla,  that  would  fain  have  a 

Finger  in  the  Pye - but  fhe,  good  Soul,  had  as  lieve 

hear  of  a  Toad,  a  very  Toad,  as  hear  of  him.  I  anger 
her  fometimes,  and  tell  her  Sylla  is  the  properer  Man. — 
But  I’ll  warrant  you,  when  1  fay  fo,  fhe  looks  as  pale  as 
any  Clout  in  the  varfal  World,  Well,  you’ll  be  fure  to 
come, - 
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MARIUS  Junior-. 

As  fure  as  Truth. 

NURSE. 

Well,  when  it  was  a  little  Thing,  and  us’d  to  lie  with 

me,  it  would  fo  kick,  fo  fprawl,  and  fb  play - and 

then  I  would  tickle  it,  and  then  it  would  laugh,  and  then 
it  would  play  again.  When  it  had  tickling  and  playing 
enough,  it  would  go  to  Sleep  as  gentle  as  a  Lamb.  I 

fhall  never  forget  it — Then  you’ll  be  fure  to  come. - - 

MARIUS  Junior. 

Can  I  forget  to  live  ? 

NURSE. 

Nay,  but  fwear  though. 

M  A  R  I  U  S  Junior. 

By  this  Kifs,  which  thou  (halt  carry  to  Lavinia. 
NURSE. 

Oh!  dear  Sir,  by  no  means.  Indeed  you  ihall  not. 
I  have  been  drinking  Aqua  ‘vita.  Oh  !  thofeEyes  of  yours ! 
M  A  R  I  U  S  Junior . 

’Till  Night  farewel — * - 

NURSE. 

’Till  Night ;  I’ll  fay  no  more,  but  da,  da.  Come, 
Clcdius.  Ah!  thofeEyes!  [Ex.  Nurfe  and  Clodius. 
MARIUS  Junior. 

What  Pams  fhe  takes  with  her  officious  Folly  ! 

.How  happy  is  the  Evening-tide  of  Life, 

When  Phlegm  has  quench’d  our  Paffions,  trifling  out 
The  feeble  Remnant  of  our  filly  Days 
In  Follies,  fuch  as  Dotage  bell  is  pleas’d  with, 

Free  from  the  wounding  and  tormenting  Cares 
That  tofs  the  thoughtful,  aftive,  bufy  Mind  ? 

Though  this  Day  be  the  dearefi:  of  my  Life  ; 

There’s  fomething  hangs  moll  heavy  on  my  Heart. 

And  my  Brain’s  flck  with  Dulnefs. 

E titer  Caius  Marius. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Where’s  this  Loiterer* 
This 
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This  moll  inglorious  Son  of  Caius  Marius  ? 

With  folded  Arms  and  down-call  Eyes  he  llands^ 

The  Marks  and  Emblem  of  a  Woman’s  Fool. 

MAR  1US  Junior. 

My  Father. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Call  me  by  fo me  other  Namej 
Difgrace  me  not :  I’m  Mar  his ; 

And  furely  Marius  lias  fmall  Right  in  thee. 

Would  Sylla's  Soul  were  thine,  and  thine  were  his. 
That  he,  as  thou  hall  done,  no\y  Glory  calls. 

Might  run  for  Shelter  to  a  Woman’s  Arms, 

And  hide  him  in  her  Bofom  like  a  Babe. 

M  A R  IU S  Junior. 

Then  I’m  a  Coward. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Art  thou  not  ? 

MARIUS  Junior. 

I  am. 

That  thus  can  bear  Reproaches,  and  yet  live. 

Durll  any  Man  but  you  have  call’d  me  fo  ? 

Oh  let  me  fall,  embrace  and  kifs  your  Feet. 

Y’ave  rais’d  a  Spirit  in  me  prompts  my  Heart, 

To  fuch  a  Work  as  Fame  ne’er  talk’d  of  yet. 

How’ll  you  difpofe  L a<vinia  ? 

CA1  US  MARIUS. 

Let  her  fall. 

As  I  would  all  her  Family  and  Name, 

Forgotten  that  they  either  ever  gave 

Thy  Father’s  Head  Dilhonour,  or  thee  Pain. 

MARIUS  Junior. 

’Twas  an  unlucky  Sentence.  She’s  fcarce  more 
RJetellus ’  Daughter  now  than  your’s :  our  Hands 
Were  by  a  Priell  this  Morning  join’d.  May  Heav’n 
Avert  th’  ill  Omen,  and  preferve  my  Father. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Marry’d  ?  fay  ruin’d,  loll  and  curll. 


MAR  M 
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MARIUS  Junior. 

You’ve  torn 

The  Secret  from  me,  and  I  wait  your  Doom.—— 

CA1US  MARIUS. 

Go  where  I  never  more  may  hear  thee  nam’d ; 

Go  farthed  from  me,  get  thee  to  Met  elks. 

Fall  on  thy  Knees,  and  henceforth  call  him  Parent. 

I’ve  yet  one  Son,  that  furely  won’t  forfake  me  : 

Elfe  in  this  Bread  I  lhall  h  ave  glorious  Thoughts, 

That  will  at  lead  give  Luflre  to  my  R.uin. 

F  arewel- - my  once  bed  Hopes,  now  greated  Shame; 

Marius  junior. 

Condemn  me  rather  to  the  word  of  Deaths, 

Or  fend  me  chain’d  to  Sylla  like  a  Slave, 

Than  banilh  me  the  Blefiing  of  your  Prefence. 

I’ve  thought,  and  bounded  all  my  Wifhes  fo. 

To  die  for  you  is  Happinefs  enough  ; 

’Twould  be  too  much  t’enjoy  Lavinia  too. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Again  Lav  ini  a  ? 

MARIUS  Junior. 

Yes,  this  Coward  Slave, 

This  mod' inglorious  Son  of  Cains  Marius, 

Though  wedded  to  the  brighted  Beauty,  rais’d 
To  th’  highed  Expectation  of  Delight, 

Ev’n  in  this  Minute,  when  Love  prompts  his  Heart, 

And  tells  what  mighty  Pleafures  are  preparing, 

Is  Mader  of  a  Mind  unfetter’d  yet. 

C  A I  US  MARIUS. 

What  cand  thou  do?' 

MARIUS  Junior. 

This  Night  I  Ihould  have  goner 
And  ta’en  Pofieffion  of  Lavinia' s  Bed. 

But  by  the  Gods,-  thefe  Eyes  no  more  fhall  fee  her, 

’Till  I’ve  done  fomething  that’s  above  Reward, 

And  you  yourfelf  prefent  her  to  my  Arms. 


CAIUS 
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CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Why  doft  thou  talk  thus  to  me  ? 

MARIUS  Junior,  ' 

Hark !  >  [Trumpets. 

The  Trumpets  found,  and  Bufmefs  is  at  Hand. 

It  feems  as  if  our  Guards  upon  the  Walls 
Were  juft  engag’d,  and  Sylla  come  upon  ’em. 

The  Gods  have  done  me  Juftice. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Get  thee  gone. 

And  leave  me  to  my  Fate. 

Tho’  maim’d  and  wounded,  and  unfit  for  War. 

M A  R  IU  S  Junior. 

Til  follow  you - 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Thou  fhall  not. 

MARIUS  Junior. 

By  the  Gods  I  will. 

CAIUS  MARIUS . 

How  ?  difobey’d  then  ? 

MARIUS  Junior. 

Bid  a  Courfer  fpurr’d 

Stop  in  his  full  Career ;  bid  Tides  run  back. 

Or  failing  Ships  ftand  flill  before  the  Wind, 

Or  Winds  themfelves  not  blow  when  Jove  provokes  ’em, 
CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Away,  and  do  not  tempt  my  Fury  farther. 

MAR  IU  S  Junior. 

Why  ?  would  you  kill  me  ? 

CAIUS  MARIUS . 

No,  I  hope  thou  art  referv’d  yet  for 
A  better  Fate. 

MARIUS  Junior. 

Thanks,  Heav’n. 

Thefe  few  kind  Words  fiiew  I’m  not  quite  unhappy. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Then  do  not  contradift  my  Will  in  this  > 


But 
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But  part,  and  when  our  Hands  next  meet  again, 

Be’t  in  the  Heart  of  Sjlla  or  Metellus -  [Exit. 

[Trumpets  again, 

MARIUS  Junior. 

Sound  higher,  ye  fhrill  Indruments  of  War, 

And  urge  its  Horrors  up,  ’till  they  become. 

If  poffible,  as  terrible  as  mine. 

Oh  my  Lauinia!  though  this  Night  I  fall. 

At  my  Return  I  fhall  be  doubly  happy. 

Such  Trials  the  great  ancient  Hero’s  pad, 

Who  little  prefent  Happinefs  could  tafte,  (. 

Yet  did  great  Aftions,  and  were  Gods  at  lad.  [Exit.  J 

SCENE  II.  MetellusVf  Houfe. 

Enter  L  a  v  i  n  i  a. 

L  A  V  INI  A. 

Gallop  a-pace,  ye  fiery-footed  Steeds, 

Tow’rds  Phabus'  Lodging.  Such  a  Charioteer 
As  Phaeton  would  lafh  you  to  the  Wed, 

And  bring  in  cloudy  Night  immediately. 

Spread  thy  dofe  Curtains,  Love  performing  Night, 

To  fober-fuited  Matron,  all  in  black ; 

That  jealous  Eyes  may  wink,  and  Marius 
Leap  to  thefe  Arms  untalk’d  of,  and  unfeen. 

Oh  !  give  me  Marius ;  and  when  he  fhall  die, 

Take  him  and  cut  him  out  in  little  Stars ; 

And  he  will  make  the  Face  of  Heaven  fo  fine. 

That  all  the  World  fhall  grow  in  love  with  Night, 

And  pay  no  Worfhip  to  the  gaudy  Sun. 

Oh  !  I  have  bought  the  Manfion  of  a  Love, 

But  not  poded  it. - Tedious  is  this  Day, 

As  is  the  Night  before  fome  Fedival 
To  an  impatient  Child  that  has  new  Robes. 

Enter  Nurse  and  Clodius. 

And  may  not  wear  ’em.  Welcome,  Nurfe :  what  News  ? 

How 
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How  fares  the  Lord  of  all  my  Joys,  my  Marius  ? 

NURSE. 

Oh!  a  Chair!  a  Chair!  no  Quedions,  but  a  Chair!  So. 

LAV  IN  I  A. 

Nay,  pr’ythee  Nurfe,  why  dod  thou  look  fo  fad? 

Oh  !  do  not  fpoil  the  Mufick  of  good  Tidings 
With  fuch  a  melancholick  wretched  Face. 

NURSE. 

Oh  !  Iam  weary,  very  weary.  Clodius ,  my  Cordial 
Bottle.  Fy!  how  my  Bones  ake  1  what  a  Jaunt  have  I  had  ! 
LAV  IN  I  A. 

Do  not  delay  me  thus,  but  quickly  tell  me, 

Will  Marius  come  To-night  ?  Speak,  will  he  come  ? 

NURSE. 

Alas !  alas !  what  Hade  ?  oh  !  cannot  you  day  a  little  ? 
oh !  do  not  you  fee  that  I’m  out  of  Breath  ?  oh !  this 
Phthidck!  Clodius, the  Cordial. 

LAV  INI  A. 

Th’  Excufe  thou  mak’d  for  this  unkind  Delay 
Is  longer  than  the  Tale  thou  had  to  tell. 

Is  thy  News  good  or  bad  ?  anfwer  to  that. 

S2y  either,  and  I’ll  day  the  Circumdance. 

NURSE. 

Well,  you  have  made  a  fimple  Choice :  you  know  not 
how  to  chufe  a  Man.  Yet  his  Leg  excels  all  Mens. 
And  for  a  Hand,  and  aFoot  and  a  Shape,  though  they  are 
not  to  be  talk’d  of — yet  they  are  pad  compare.  Whst, 
have  you  din’d  within  ? 

L  A  V  IN  I  A. 

No,  no:  what  foolilh  Quedions  dod  thou  a(k  ? 

What  fays  he  of  Iris  coming?  what  of  that  ? 

NUR$E. 

Oh  !  hoAV  my  Head  akes !  vVhat  a  Head  have  I ! 

It  beats  as  if  it  would  fall  in  twenty -Pieces. 

My  Back  o’t’other  Side  !  ah  !  my  Back !  my  Back  ! 
Belhrew  your  Heart  for  fending  me  about 
To  catch  my  Death.  This  Back  of  mine  will  break. 

'  •  [Drinks.' 

LA- 
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L  A  V  IN  I  A. 

Indeed  I’m  forry  if  thou  art  not  well. 

But  pr’ythee  tell  me,  Nurfe,  what  fays  my  Love  ? 
NURSE. 

Why,  your  Love  fays  like  an  honeft  Gentleman,  and 
a  kind  Gentleman,  and  a  handfome — and  I’ll  warrant 
a  virtuous  Gentleman.  [Drinks. J  Well— — what  ? 
Where’s  your  Father? 

L  A  V1N I  A. 

Where’s  my  Father?  why,  he’s  at  the  Senate. 

How  oddly  thou  reply’ll  1  * 

Your  Love  fays  like  an  honeft  Gentleman, 

Where  is  your  Father  ? 

NURSE. 


Oh  good  Lady  dear! 

Are  you  fo  hot  ?  marry  come  up,  I  trow. 

Is  this  a  Poultis  for  my  aking  Bones  ? 

Henceforward  do  your  Mefiages  yourfelf. 

LA  FIN  I  A. 

Nay,  pry’thee  be  not  angry  Nurfe,  I  meant 
No  Ill.  Speak  kindly,  will  my  Marius  come  ? 
NURSE. 

Will  he  ?  will  a  Duck  fwim  ? 

LAV  INI  A. 

Then  he  will  come. 

NURSE. 

Come  ?  why,  he  will  come  upon  all  Four,  but  he’ll 
come.  Go,  get  you  in,  and  fay  your  Prayers ;  Go. 

LA  FIN  I  A. 

For  Bleflings  on  my  Marius  and  thee. 

NURSE. 

Well,  it  would  be  a  fad  Thing,  though . 

LAFINIA. 


What? 

NURSE. 

If  Marius  Ihould  not  come  now-—  —  for  there’s  old 
Doings  at  the  Gates,  they  are  at  it  ding  dong.  Tantarara 
2  go 
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■go  the  Trumpets ;  Shout,  cry  the  Soldiers ;  clatter,  go 
the  Swords.  I’ll  warrant  I  made  no  fmall  Hade — 
LAV  IN  I  A. 

And  is  my  Marius  there  ?  alas  my  Fears  !  [ Trumpets . 

The  Noife  comes  this  Way.  Guard  my  Love,  ye  Gods, 
'Or  ftrike  me  with  your  Thunder  when  he  falls.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  III.  The  Fot  ■ um . 

Enter  Caius  Marius,  Marius  Junior,  Granius, 
Sulpitius,  Catulus,  Eff c.  Guards,  Litters  on  one 
Side:  Metellus,  Sylla,  Q^Pompeiu Guards  on 
the  other.  [Trumpets  found  a  March . 

METELLUS . 

Oh  thou  God, 

Deliverer  of  Rome,  moll  blefl  of  Menl 
See  here  the  Fathers  of  thy  bleeding  Country 
Proftrate  for  Refuge  at  thy  Feet :  See  there 
The  Terror  of  our  Freedom,  and  thy  Foe, 

The  Perfecutor  of  thy  Friends,  the  Scourge 
Of  Truth  and  Juftice,  and  the  Plague  of  Rome. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

What  art  thou  that  canft  lend  thy  llavilh  Ears 
To  fiatt’fing  Hypocrifyi 

S  YL  L  A. 

My  Name  thou  haft  heard. 

And  fled  from.  I  am  the  Friend  of  Rome, 

The  Terror  and  the  Bane  of  thee  her  Foe. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

If  thou’rt  her  Friend,  why  corn’ll  thou  here  thus  arm’d. 
Slaughtering  her  Citizens,  and  laying  wafte  her  Walls  ? 


SYLLA. 

To  free  her  from  a  Tyrant’s  Power. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Who  is  that  Tyrant  ? 

SYLLA. 

Thou,  who  haft  oppreft 

18  .  . 
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Her  Senate,  made  thyfelf  by  Force  a  Conful, 

Set  free  her  Slaves,  and  arm’d  ’em  againd  her  Laws. 
CAWS  MARWS. 

Hear  this,  y t  Romans,  and  then  judge  my  Wrongs, 
Have  I  oppred  you  ?  have  I,  forc’d  your  Laws  ? 

Am  I  a  Tyrant  ?  I  whom  ye  have  rais’d. 

For  my  true  Services,  to  what  I  am  ? 

Remember  th’  Amhrons ,  Cimbri,  and  the  Teutons  ; 
Remember  the  confed’rate  War. 

STL  LA. 

Where  thou, 

Cold  and  delaying,  wer’t  by  Silo  brav’d. 

Scorn’d  by  thy  Soldiers,  and  at  lad  compell’d 
Inglorioufly  to  quit  th’  unweildy  Charge. 

Remember  too  who  banilh’d  good  Metellus, 

The  Friend  and  Parent  of  thy  obfcure  Family, 

That  rais’d  thee  from  a  Peafant  to  a  Lord. 

CAWS  MARIUS. 

Bafely  thou  wrong’d  the  Truth.  My  A&ions  rais’d  me. 
Hadft  thou  been  born  a  Peafant,  dill  thou’dd  been  fo  : 
But  I  by  Service  to  my  Country ’ve  made 
My  Name  renown’d  in  Peace,  and  fear’d  in  War. 

STL  LA. 

In  the  Jugurthine  War,  whofe  King  was  taken 
Pris’ner  by  me,  and  Marius  triumph’d  for’t. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Thou  dol’d  him  bafely,  dol’d  him  at  the  Price 
Of  his  Wife’s  Lud  :  Thou  barter’dd  his  Betraying, 

And  in  the  Capitol  had  Pageants  fet 
In  Memory  of  thy  Vanity  and  Shame. 

5  TL  L  A. 

Thy  Shame. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

My  Honour,  proud  prefumptuous  Boy, 
Who  wouldd  be  gaudy  in  an  unlit  Drefs, 

And  wear  my  cad-ofF  Glories  after  me. 


STL  LA. 
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S  YL  L  A. 

I’d  rather  wear  fome  Beggar’s  rotten  Rags, 

By  him  left  dangling  on  a  Highway  Hedge, 

Than  foil  my  Laurels  with  a  Leaf  of  thine, 

Thou  fcorn’d  Plebeian. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Worft  Perdition  catch  thee, 

STL  LA. 

Dilband  that  Rout  of  Rebels  at  thy  Heels, 

And  yield  thyfelf  to  Juftice  and  the  Senate. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Juftice  from  thee  demanded  on  my  Head? 

Firft  clear  thyfelf,  quit  thy  ufurp’d  Command  : 
Approach  and  kneel  to  me,  whom  thou  haft  wrong’d. 
S  TL  L  A. 

Upon  thy  Neck  I  would. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

As  foon  thou’dft  take 

A  Lion  by  the  Beard :  Thou  dar’ft  not  think  on’t. 

SYLLA. 

I  dare,  and  more. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Then  Gods,  I  take  your  Word ; 
If  there  be  Truth  in  you,  I  ihall  not  fall 
This  Day.  My  Friends  and  Fellow-Soldiers,  now. 
Fight  as  I’ve  feen  you  :  For  the  Life  of  Sylla , 

Leave  it  to  me ;  for  much  Revenge  muft  go 
Along  with  Death,  when  fuch  a  Vidlim  bleeds. 
SYLLA. 

My  Lords  withdraw. 

METELLUS. 

No,  truft  the  Gods ;  I’ll  fee 
My  Country’s  Fate,  and  with  her  live  or  die. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Now,  Sylla. 

SYLLA. 

Now,  my  Veterans,  cOnfider 
Vo  l.  III.  H 


You 
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■You  fight  for  Laws,  for  Liberty,  and  Life. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Rebellion  never  wanted  that  Pretence. 

Thou  Shadow  of  what  I  have  been,  thou  Puppet 
Of  that  great  State  and  Honours  I  have  borne. 

If  thou’lt  do  fomething  worthy  of  thy  Place, 

Let’s  join  our  Battle  with  a  Force  may  glut 

The  Throat  of  Death,  and  choak  him  .with  himfelf.; 

As  fiercely  as  deftroying  Whirlwinds  rife, 

Or  as  Clouds  dafll  when  Thunder  fhakes  the  Skies. 

[Trumpets  found  a  Charge  :  they -fight. 

Re-enter  Caius  Marius,  taken  by  S  r  l  l  a  If  .Party. 
CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Forfaken,  and  a  Prifoner?  Is  this  all 
That’s  left  of  Marius  !  The  old.naked  Trunk 
■Of  that  tall  Pine  that  was  ?  Away,  ye  Shrubs, 

Ye  clinging  Brambles;  do  not  clog  me  thus. 

But  let  me  run  into  the  Jaws  of  Death, 

And  finilh  my  ill  Fate.  Or  mu  ft  I  be 
Preferv’d  a  publick  Spectacle,  expos’d 
To  Scorn,  and, make  a  Holiday  for  Slaves  ? 

Oh!  thatThaught’s'Hell.  Sure!  Ihould  know  thy  Face. 
Thou  haft  borne  •'Office  under  me.  If  e’er 
In  my  beft  Fortune  I  deferv’d  thy  Friendship, 

Give  me  a  Roman' s  Death,  and  fet  me  free, 

That  mo  Dilhonour  in  my  Age  o’ertake  me. 

OFFICER. 

I’ve  fcrv’d  and  lov’d  you  well :  Nor  would  I  fee 

Your  Fall - My  Orders  were,  to  fave  your  Life. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Thou’rt  a  Time-ferver,  that  canft  flatter  Mifery. 

Enter  Marius  'Junior,  GiiANius  and  Sulpitius, 
Prifoners, 

My  Sons  in  Bonds  too,  and  Sulpitius  ? 

SULPITIUS. 

Yes,  the  Rat-catchers  have  trapp’d  me.  Now  niuft  I 

Be 
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Be  Food  for  Crows,  and  {link  upon  a  Tree, 

Whilft  Coxcombs  ftroll  abroad  on  Holidays 
To  take  the  Air,  and  fee  me  rot.  A  Pox 
On  Fortune,  and  a  Pox  on  that  firfl  Fool 
That  taught  the  World  Ambition. 

Enter  Quintus  Pompeius,  four  Li  dors  before  him • 

Q,  POMPEIUS. 

Draw  near, 

Ye  Men  of  Rome,  and  hear  the  Law  pronounc’d. 

Thou  Marius,  whole  Ambition  and  tvhofe  Pride 
Have  coil  fo  many  Lives,  the  firft  that  e’er 
Wag’d  civil  Wars  in  Rome,  thee  and  thy  Sons, 

Thy  Family  and  Kin,  with  that  vile  Slave 
And  Minilter  of  all  thy  Outrages, 

The  curs’d  Su'pitius,  Banifhment’s  your  Lot  ; 

After  To-morrow’s  Dawn  if  found  i’th’  City, 

Death  be  your  Doom :  So  hath  the  Senate  faid. 

So  flourifh  Peace  and  Liberty  in  Rome. 

[Ex.  Pompeius,  Lidors,  crying  Liberty. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

I  thank  ye,  Gods,  upon  my  Knees  I  thank  ye. 

For  plaguing  me  above  all  other  Men. 

Come,  ye  young  Heroes,  kneel  and  praife  theHeav’ns, 
For  crowning  thus  your  youthful  Hopes.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
What  pleafant  Game  hath  Fortune  play’d  To-day  ? 

Oh  !  I  could  burft  with  Laughter.  Why,  now  Rome' s 
At  Peace.  But  may  it  be  as  fhort  and  vain 
As  Joys  but  Jreamt  of,  or  as  fick  Mens  Slumbers. 

Now  let’s  take  Hands,  and  bending  to  the  Earth, 

To  all  th’  infernal  Pow’rs  let’s  fwear. 

ALL. 

We  fwear. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

That’s  well:  By  all  the  Deltinies, 

By  all  the  Furies,  and  the  Fiends  that  wait 
About  the  Throne  of  Hell,  and  by  Hell’s  King, 
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We’ll  bring  Defhuftion  to  this  curfed  City ; 

Let  not  one  Stone  of  all  her  Towers  Hand  fafe. 

MARIUS  Junior. 

Let  not  her  Temples  nor  her  Gods  efcape. 

GRAN  IV  S. 

Let  Hufbands  in  their  Wives  Embraces  perifh. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Eler  young  Men  maflacred. 

sulp  inus. 

Her  Virgins  ravifh’d . 

MARIUS  Junior. 

And  let  her  Lovers  all  my  Torments  feel, 

Doating  like  me,  and  like  me  baniihed. 

Thus  let  ’em  curie,  thus  raving  tear  their  Hair, 

And  fall  upon  the  Ground  as  I  do  now. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Rife  then,  and  to  Lavinia  go.  This  Night’s  thy  own. 

MARIUS  Junior. 

And  ever  after  Pain  and  Sorrow. 

But  go  thou,  find  Lavinia’s, Woman  out — [To  bis  Servant. 
Tell  her  I’ll  come,  and  bid  her  chear  my  Love, 

For  I’ll  not  fail,  but  in  this  Night  enjoy' 

Whole  Life,  and  forgive  Nature  what’s  to  come. 

CAIUS  MARLUS. 

Thus  then  let’s  part;  each  take  his  fever.ul  Way, 

As  to  a  Talk  of  Darknefs:  When  we  meet 
In  hated  Exile,  we’ll  compute  Accompts, 

And  fee  what  Mifchief  each  has  gathered  then. 

For,  Rome ,  I  fhall  be  yet  once  more  thy  Lord, 

If  Oracles  have  Truth,  and  Augurs  lye  not. 

For  yet  a  Child,  and  in  my  Father’s  Fields 
Playing,  1  feven  young  Eagles  chanc’d  to  find  ; 

Which  gathering  up  I  to  my  Parents  bore. 

The  Gods  were  fought,  who  promis’d  me  from  thence 
As  many  Times  the  Confulate  in  Rome. 

Six  Times  already  I’ve  that  Office  bore, 

And  l'o  far  has  the  Prophecy  prov’d  true. 
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But  if  I’Ve  manag’d  ill  the  Time  that’s  pall. 

And  too  remifs  fix  elder  Fortunes  loft. 

The  youngeft  Darling-Fate  is  yet  to  come. 

And  thou  (halt  feel  me  then,  ungrateful  Rome.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  [V.  SCENE  I. 

SCENE  The  Garden. 

Enter  L  a  v  1  n  1  a  and  M  arivs  'Junior. 


I /IV  INI  A. 

WILT  thou  be  gone  ?  It  is  not  yet  near  Day. 

It  was  the  Nightingale,  and  net  the  Lark, 
That  pierc’d  the  fearful  Hollow  of  thy  Ear. 

Nightly  on  yon  Pomegranate- tree  (he  fir.gs. 

Believe  me,  Love,  it  was  the  Nightingale. 

M  A  R  JUS  Junior. 

Oh  !  ’twas  the  Lark,  the  Herald  of  the  Morn, 

No  Nightingale.  Lock,  Love,  what  envious  Streaks 
Of  Light  embroider  all  the  cloudy  Eaft. 

Night’s  Candles  are  burnt  cut,  and  jocund  Day 
Upon  the  Mountain-tops  fits  gaily  dreft, 

Whilft  all  the  Birds  bring  Mufick  to  his  Levee. 

I  mull  be  gone  and  live,  or  ftay  and  die — 

LAV  INI  A. 

Oh  !  oh  !  what  wretched  Fortune  is  my  Lot ! 

Sure,  giving  thee,  Heav’n  grew  too  far  in  Debt 
To  pay,  ’till  Bankrupt-like  it  broke;  whilft  I, 

A  poor  compounding  Creditor,  am  forc’d 
To  take  a  Mite  for  endlefs  Sums  of  Joy. 

MARIUS  Junior. 

Let  me  be  taken,  let  me  fuffer  Death, 

I  am  content,  if  thou  wilt  have  it  fo - 

By  Heav’n,  yon  gray  is  not  the  Morning’s  Eye, 
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But  the  Reflection  of  pale  Cynthia’s  Brightnefs ; 

Nor  is’t  the  Lark  vve  hear,  whofe  Notes  do  beat 
So  high,  and  echo  in  the  Vault  of  Heav’n. 

I'm  all  Defire  to  flay,  no  Will  to  go. 

How  is’t,  my  Soul  ?  let’s  talk  :  It  is  not  Day. 

L  AVI N1J. 

It  is,  it  is — Fly  hence  away,  my  Marius, 

It  is  the  Lark,  and  out  of  Tune  fhe  flings, 

With  grating  Diflccrds  and  unpicafling  Strainings. 
Some  flay  the  Lark  and  lcathflome  Toad  change  Eyes;. 
Now  I  could  wilh  they  had  chang’d  Voices  too ; 

Or  that  a  Lethargy  had  fleiz’d  the  Morning, 

And  fhe  had  flept  and  never  w  a  ic’d  again, 

To  part  me  from  th’Embraces  of  my  Love. 

What  fliall  become  of  me,  when  thou  art  gone  ? 
MARIUS  Junior. 

The  God3  that  heard  our  Vows,  and  know  our  Loves, 
Seeing  my  Faith,  and  thy  unflpotted  Truth, 

Will  fare  take  Care,  and  let  no  Wrongs  annoy  thee. 
Upon  my  Knees  I’ll  aik  ’em  every  Day, 

How  my  Lav  ini  a  does :  And  every  Night, 

In  the  flevere  Diftrefles  of  my  Fate, 

As  I  perhaps  fliall  wander  through  the  Defart, 

And  want  a  Place  to  reft  my  weary  Head  on. 

I’ll  count  the  Stars.,  and  blefls  ’em  as  they  fliine, 

And  court  them  all  for  my  Lavinia’s  Safety. 

LA  VI  N  1A. 

Gh  Banifhment,  eternal  Banilhmer.t ! 

Ne’er  to  return  !  muft  vve  ne’er  meet  again  ? 

My  Heart  will  break,  I  cannot  think  that  Thought 
And  live.  Could  I  but  flee  to  th’End  of  Woe, 

There  were  flome  Comfort — but  eternal  Torment 
Is  ever  influpportable  to  Thought. 

It  cannot  be  that  we  fliall  part  for  ever. 

MARIUS  Junior. 

No,  for  my  Banifhment  may  be  recall’d  ; 

My  Father  once  more  hold  a  Pow’r  in  Rome  : 
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Then  I  fhall 'boldly  claim  Lanjinia  mine, 

Whillt  happieft  Men  fhall  envy  at  the  Blefling, 

And  Poets  write  the  Wonders  of  our  Loves. 

L  A  V1N1A. 

If  by  my  Father’s  Cruelty  I’m  forc’d. 

When  left  alone,  to  yield  to  Sylla'%  Claim, 

Defencelefs  as  I  am,  and  thou  far  from  me. 

If,  as  I  mull,  I  rather  die  than  fufFer’t, 

What  a  fad 'Tale  will  that  be  when  ’tis  told  thee  ? 

I  know  not  what  to  fear,  or  hope,  or  think, 

Or  fay,  ordo.  I'cannot  let  thee  go. 

MARIUS  Junior, 

A  thousand  Things  would,  to  this  Purpofe  faid, 

But  fharpen  and  add  Weight  to  parting  Sorrow. 

Oh  my  Lavinia  !  if  my  Heart  e’r  ft  ray,  [ Kneel? . 

Or' any  other  Beauty  ever  charm-  me, 

If  I  live  not  entirely  only  thine, 

In  that  curft  Moment  when  my  Soul  forfakes  thee, 

May  I  be  hither  brought  a  Captive  bound, 

T’adorn  the  Triumph  of  my  bafeft  Foe. 

LAV  INI  A. 

And  if  I  live  not  faithful  to  the  Lord 
Of  my  firll  Vows,  my  deareft  only  Marius , 

May  I  be  brought  to  P  verty  and  Scorn, 

Hooted  by  Slaves  forth  from  thy  Gates,  O  Rome, 

’Till  flying  to  the  Woods  t’avoid  my'  Shame, 

Sharp  Hunger,  Cold,  or  fome  worfe  Fate  deftroy  me; 
And  not  one  Tree  vouchfafe  a  Leaf  to  hide  me. 
MARIUS  Junior. 

What  needs  all  this  ? - 

LA  V I N I  A. 

Oh  !  I  could  find  out  Things 

To  talk  to  thee  for  ever. 

MARIUS  Junior . 

Weep  not;  the  Time 
We  had  to  ftay  together  has  been  employ’d 
In  richeft  Love — - 
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LAVINIA. 

We  ought  to  furamon  all 
The  Spirit  of  foft  Pailion  up,  to  chear 
Our  Hearts  thus  lab’ring  with  the  Pangs  of  parting. 

Oh  my  poor  Marius  ! 

MARIUS  Junior. 

Ah  my  kind  Lavinia  I 
LAV  IN  I  A. 

But  doft  thou  think  we  e’er  fhall  meet  again  ? 
MARIUS  Junior. 

I  doubt  it  not ;  and  all  thefe  Woes  fhall  ferve 
For  fweet  Difcourfes  in  our  Time  to  come. 

LAVINIA. 

Alas !  I  have  an  ill-divining  Soul ; 

Methinks  I  fee  thee,  now  thou’rt  from  my  Arms, 

Like  a  Hark  Ghoft,  with  Horror  in  thy  Vifage. 

Either  my  Eye-fight  fails,  or  thou  look’d  pale. 

M  A  R  I  U  S  Junior. 

And  truft  me,  Love,  in  my  Eye  fo  doft  thou. 

Dry  Sorrow  drinks  our  Blood — Farewel. 

LAVINIA. 

Farewel  then.  [Exit.  Mar.  Jun. 
NURSE  [within.  J 

Madam. 

LAVINIA. 

My  Nurfe. 

NURSE  [within.'] 

Your  Father’s  up,  and  Day-light  broke  abroad. 

Be  wary,  look  about  you - 

LAVINIA. 

Hah!  is  he  gone?  my  Lord,  my  Hulband,  Friend, 

I  mull  hear  from  thee  every  Hour  i’th’  Day  : 

For  abfent  Minutes  feem  as  many  Days. 

Oh  !  by  this  Reck’ning  I  fhall  be  moll  old, 

Ere  I  again  behold  my  Marius.  Nay, 

Gone  too  already  !  ’  Twas  unkindly  done, 

I  had  not  yet  imparted  half  my  Soul. 
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Not  a  third  Part  of  its  fond  jealous  Fears : 

But  I’ll  purfue  him  for’t,  and  he  reveng’d  ; 

Hang  fuch  a  tender  Tale  about  his  Heart, 

Shall  make  it  tingle  as  his  Life  were  ftung  : 

Nay  too — I’ll  love  him  ;  never,  never  leave  him  ; 

Fond  as  a  Child,  and  refolute  as  a  Man.  [ Exit  Lavinia. 


Enter  Metellus  muftng. 

ME  TELL  US. 

Sylla  this  Morning  parts  from  hence  to  Capua , 

To  head  that  Army.  Cinna  mull  be  Conful - 

Ay,  Cinna  mull  be.  He’s  a  bufy  Fellow, 

Knows  how  to  tell  a  Story  to  the  Rabble, 

Hates  Marius  too  :  that,  that’s  the  deareft  Point. 

I  hope  the  Snares  for  Marius  laid  may  take  him. 

A  hundred  Horfe  are  in  Purfuit  to  find  him  : 

And  if  they  catch  him,  his  Head’s  fafe,  that’s  certain. 
Qfta'vius  will  be  the  other — be  it  fo. 

An  honefl,  fimple,  downright-dealing  Lord  : 

A  little  too  religious,  that’s  his  Fault. 


Enter  a  Servant. 

What  now  ? 

SERVA  N  r. 

A  Letter  lei t  you  by  a  Liftor, 
Who  told  us  that  it  came  from  the  Lord  Sylla. 

Metellus  reads  the  Letter  : 


Blame  net,  sir,  my  parting 

So  ftuddenly  :  juft  now  I’ve  bad  Advice 
Oft  ftcme  Difturbance  in  the  Camp  at  Capua. 
Commend  my  tender’ft  Faith  to  fair  Lavinia. 
You’re  Sylla’s  Advocate  with  her  and  Rome. 


Well,  Nurfe. 


Enter  Nurse. 

NURSE. 

My  Lord. 
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MET  ELL  US. 

How  does  my  Daughter  ? 

NURS  E. 

Truly  very  ill :  She  has  not  flept  a  Wink  : 

Nothing  but  tofs’d  and  tumbled  all  this  Night; 

I  left  her  juft  now  flumb’ring. 

This  Lord  Sylla  does  fo  run  in  her  Head. 

ME  TELLUS. 

Oh  !  were  he  in  her  Heart,  Nurfe ! 

NURSE. 

Were  he  ? 

Why,  fne  thinks  of  nothing  elfe,  talks  of  nothing  elfe, 
dreams  of  nothing  elfe.  She  would  needs  have  me  lie 
with  her  t’other  Night.  But  about  Midnight  (I'll  fwear  it 
wak’d  me  out  of  a  fweet  Nap)  file  takes  me  faft  in  her 
Anns,  and  cries,  Oh  my  Lord  Sylla ;  but  are  you,  will 
you  he  true?  Then  figh’d,  and  ftretch’d — I  fwear  I  was 
half  afraid. 

METELLUS. 

She’s  ftrangely  alter'd  then. 

This  Morning  two  new  Confuls  muft  be  chofen. 

If  they  are  true,  thofe  Tidings  thou  haft  brought  me, 
Wait  while  file  wakes,  and  tell  her  ’tis  my  Plealure, 

At  my  Return  from  th’  Forum ,  that  I  fee  her — [Exit  Metcl. 

NURSE. 

So  fo ! — here  will  be  fweet  Doings  in  time.  How  many 
hundred  Lies  a  Day  muft  I  tell,  to  keep  this  Family  at 
Peace  ? 

Enter  Lavhma. 

LANIN  I  A. 

Oh  Nurfe  !  Where  art  thou  r  Is  my  Father  gone  ? 
NURSE. 

Gone  ?  Yes ;  and  I  would  I  were  gone  too. 

LA  VI N  1A. 

Why  doft  theu  figh  ?  What  Caufe  haft  thou  to  wilh  fo  > 
Wert  thou  diftreft,  unfortunate  as  I  am, 
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Thou  had  ft  then  Caufe. 

What  {hall  I  do  ?  Oh,  how  alone  am  I! 

I  walk  methinks  as  Half  of  me  were  loft: 

Yet,  like  a  maim’d  Bird,  flutter,  flutter  on, 

And  fain  wou’d  find  a  Hole  to  hide  my  Head  in. 
NURSE. 

’Odds  my  Boddikins  !  but  why  thus  dreft,  Madam  ? 
Why  in  this  Pickle,  fay  you  now  r 
LAV  IN  1  A. 

Seem  not  to  wonder,  nor  dare  to  oppofe  me, 

For  I  am  defperate,  and  refolv’d  on  Death. 

In  this  unhappy,  wayward,  humble  Drefs, 

After  my  Love  a  Pilgrimage  I’ll  take, 

Forfake  deferted  Rome,  and  find  my  Marius. 

NURSE. 

And  I  muft  ftay  behind  to  be  hang’d  up,  like  an  old- 
Pole-Cat  in  a  Warren,  for  a  Warning  to  all  Vermin  that 
fhall  come  after  me.  Would  I  were  fairly  dead  for  a 
Week,  ’till  this  were  over. 

LAV  I  N  I  A. 

This  Morning’s  Opportunity  is  fair, 

When  all  are  bufy  in  elefting  Confuls ; 

I  fhall  efcape  unfeen  without  the  Gates, 

And  this  Night  in  a  Litter  reach  Sahnium.  ■ 

NURSE.- 

I  care  not;  I’ll  have  nothing  to  do  in’t.  You  {han’t ' 
ftir.  Nay,  I’ll  raife  the  Houfe  firft.  Why  Clodius ! 
Catulus  !  Sempronia  !  Thejlia  !  Men  and  Maids,  where 

are  you  ?  Oh  !  oh  !  oh  ! - 

[Lav.  gits  from  her.  Nurfe  falls  down.  Exit  Lavinia, 

Enter  Clodius. 

CLODIUS. 

What’s  the  Matter,  Miftrefs  ? 

NURSE. 

Oh  Clody,  Clody,  dear  Clody,  is’tthee,  my'dear  CJody  ? 
Help  me,  help  me  up.  Run  to  my  Lord-  to  the  Forum 
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prefently;  tell  him  his  Treafurv  is  robb’d,  his  Houfe  a 
hre,  his  Daughter  dead,  and  I  am  mad.  Run,  run.  You’ll 
not  run.  Oh  !  oh  !  [ Exeunt . 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Country. 

Enter  Je-ver  al  Her  if  men  belonging  to  Marius. 

1  HERDSMAN. 

Good-morrow,  Brother  ;  you  have  heard  the  News. 

2  HERDSMAN. 

News,  quoth  a?  Trim  News  truly. 

1  HERDSMAN. 

Why,  they  fay  our  Lord  and  Mailer’s  ilept  a  one  Side. 
Is  there  any  thing  in’t  trow  ? 

2  HERDSMAN. 

Any  thing  in’t  ?  alas-a-dav  !  alas-a-day  !  fad  Times  ! 
fad  Times,  Brother !  not  a  Penny  of  Money  ftirring. 

1  HERDSMAN. 

Nay,  I  thought  there  was  no  good  Weather  towards, 
when  my  bald-fac’d  Heifer  fluck  up  her  Tail  Eailward, 
and  ran  back  into  a  new  Quick- fet,  which  I  had  juil  made 
to  keep  the  Swine  from  the  Beans. 

2  HERDSMAN. 

And  the  t’other  Night,  as  I  was  at  Supper,  in  the 
Chimney-corner,  a  whole  Family  of  Swallows,  that  had 
cccupy’d  a  Tenement  thefe  (even  Years,  fell  down,  Neil 
and  all,  into  the  Porridge-pot,  and  fpoil’d  the  Broth.  Sad 
Times!  fad  Times !  Brother! 

3  HERDSMAN. 

Did  you  meet  no  Troopers  this  Way  ? 

2  HERDSMAN. 

Troopers?  I  faw  a  Parcel  of  Raggooners,  I  think  they 
call  ’em,  trotting  along  yon  Wood-fide  upon  ragged  Hide¬ 
bound  Jades.  I  warrant  they  came  for  no  Goodnefs - 

t  HERDSMAN. 

*Twas  to  feek  for  Lord  Marius ,  as  fure  as  Eggs  be  Eggs. 

Thefe 
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Thefe  ’bitious  Folk  make  more  Stir  in  the  World  than  a 
thoufand  Men.  Would  my  Kine  were  all  in  their  Stalh. 

Enter  federal  Soldiers  in  quejl  of  Marius. 

1  SOLDIER. 

This  is  the  Way.  How  now,  you  Pack  of  Eoobies  ? 
whofc  Fools  are  you  ? 

2  HERDSMAN. 

Why,  we  are  fuch  Fools  as  you  are  ;  any  Bodies  Fools 
that  will  pay  us  our  Wages. 

2  SOLDIER. 

Do  you  belong  to  the  Traitor  Marius  ? 

1  HERDS  MAN. 

We  be  belong  to  Caius  Marius ,  an’t  like  your  Worfhip. 

1  S  O  L  D  I  E  R. 

Why,  this  is  a  civil  Fellow.  But  you,  Rogue,  you 
are  witty  and  be  hang’d,  are  you  ? 

2  HERDSMAN. 

I’s  poor  enough  to  be  witty,  as  you’re  poor  enough 
to  be  valiant.  Had  I  but  Money  enough.  I’d  no  more 
be  a  Wit  than  you’d  be  Soldier. 

2  SOLDIER. 

Let  the  hungry  Churl  alone. 

l  SOLDIER. 

Hark  you,  you  Dog:  where’s  your  Lord,  the  Traitor 
Marius  ? 

2  HERDSMAN. 

In  a  whole  Skin,  if  he  be  wife— 

i  SOLDIER. 

Where  is  he,  you  Poltroon  ? 

2  HE  RDS  MA  N. 

Look  you,  I  keep  his  Cows  and  his  Oxen  here  at  Sa- 
loniunty  but  I  keep  none  of  him.  If  you  mull  needs  know 
where  he  is,  then  I  mull  needs  tell  you  I  don’t  know. 

i  SOI  DIE  R. 

Let’s  to  his  Houfe  hard  by,  and  ranfack  that.  Sirrah, 
if  we  mifs  of  him,  you  may  repent  this.  [Exeunt  Soldiers. 

i  HERDS- 
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1  HERDS  MAN. 

’Tis  all  one  to  me,  I  mull  pay  my  Rent  to  fome- 
body. 

2  HERDSMAN. 

Why,  this  ’tis  now  to  be  a  great  Man.  Heav’n  keep 
me  a  Cowkeeper  ftill - 1  fay - 

Enter  Caius  Marius  and  Granius, 

CAIUS  MARIUS , 

Where  are  we  ?  are  we  yet  not  near  Salonium  ? 

Lead  me  to  yonder  fhady  Poplar,  where 
The  poor  old  Marius  a  while  may  fit, 

And  joy  in  Reft.  Oh  my  diftemper’d  Head  ! 

The  Sun  has  beat  his  Beams  fo  hard  upon  me, 

That  my  Brain’s  hot  as  molten  Gold.  My  Skull  ! 
Oh  my  tormented  Skull!  Oh  Rome!  Rome!  Rome! 
Hah  !  what  are  thofe  ? 

GRANIUS. 

They  feem,  Sir,  rural  Swains, 
Who  tend  the  Herds  that  graze  beneath  thefe  Woods. 
CAIUS  MAR  1US. 

Who  are  you  ?■  to  what  Lord  do  ye  belong? 

2  HERDSMAN. 

We  did  belong  to  Caius  Marius  once:  but  they  fay 
he’s  gone  a  Journey  :  and  now  we  belong  to  one  another. 
CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Have  ye  forgot  me  then,  ungrateful  Slaves ! 

Are  you  fo  willing  to  difown  your  Mafter  ? 

Who  would  have  thought  t’have  found  fuch  Bafenefs  here. 
Where  Innocence  feems  feated  by  the  Gods, 

As  in  her  Virgin  Nakednefs  untainted  ? 

Confufion  on  ye,  ye'fordid  Earthlings.  [Ex.  Ml  but  cnei  - 
i  HERDSMAN. 

Oh  fly,  my  Lord,  your  Foes  are  thick  abroad. 

Juft  now  a  Troop  of  Murderers  paft  this  Way, 

And  afk’d  with  Horror  for  the  Traitor  Marius. 

By  this  Time  at  Salonium,  at  your  Houfe, 

They  are  in  feaich  of  you.  Fly,  fly,  my  Lord —  [Exit. 

CAIUS 
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CAIUS  MARIUS. 

I  fhall  be  hounded  up  and  down  the  World, 

Now  every  Villain,  that  is  Wretch  enough 
To  take  the  Price  of  Blood,  dreams  of  my  Throat, 
Help  and  fupport  me  ’till  I  reach  the  Wood, 

Then  go  and  find  thy  wretched  Brother  out. 

Afunder  we  may  dodge  our  Fate,  and  lofe  her. 

In  fome  old  hollow  Tree  or  o’ergrown  Brake 
I’d  rell  my  weary  Limbs  ’till  Danger  pafs  me. 

[  Goes  into  the  Wood. 

Enter  Soldiers  again. 

1  SOLDIER. 

A  thoufand  Crowns  ?  ’tis  a  Reward  might  buy 
As  many  Lives,  for  they  are  cheap  in  Rome ; 

And  ’tis  too  much  for  one. 

2  SOLDIER. 

Let’s  fet  this  Wood 

A  flaming,  if  you  think  he’s  here,  and  then 
Quickly  you’ll  fee  th’old  Drone  crawl  humming  out, 
i  S  OLD  IE  R. 

Thou  always  lov’lt  to  ride  full  Speed  to  Mifchief. 
There’s  no  Corfuleration  in  thee.  Look  you,  when  I 
cut  a  Throat,  1  love  to  do  it  with  as  much  Deliberation 
and  Decency  as  a  Barber  cuts  a  Beard.  I  hate  a  flovenly 
Murder  done  Hand  over  Head  :  a  Man  gets  no  Credit  by  it. 
3.  SOLDIER. 

The  Man  that  fpoke  laft,  fpoke  well.  Therefore  let 
us  to  yon  adjacent  Village,  and  fowfe  ourfelves  in  good 
Falernium.  \Exeuni  Soldiers. 

C  A IUS  MARIUS. 

Oh  Villains  !  not  a  Slave  of  thofe 
But  has  ferv’d  under  me,  has  eat  my  Bread, 

And  felt  my  Bounty - Drought  !  parching  Drought ! 

Was  ever  Lion  thus  by  Dogs  embofs’d  ? 

Oh  !  I  could  fwallow  Rivers  :  Earth  yield  me  Water; 

Or  fwallow  Marius  down  where  Springs  full  flow. 
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Enter  Marius  Junior,  and  Gsanius. 
MARIUS  Junior . 

My  Father  ! 

CAIUS  MARIUS . 

Oh  my  Sons ! 

M  A  R  I  U  S  Junior. 

Why  thus  folorn  !  dretch’d  on  the  Earth  ? 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Oh  !  get  me  fome  Refrelhment,  cooling  Herbs, 

And  Water  to  allay  my  ravenous  Third. 

I  would  not  trouble  you,  if  I  had  Strength  : 

But  I’m  fo  faint  that  all  my  Limbs  are  ufelefs. 

Now  have  I  not  one  Drachma  to  buy  Food, 

Mull  we  then  itarve  ?  No  fure,  the  Birds  will  feed  us. 

MARIUS  Junior. 

There  Hands  a  Houfe  on  yonder  Side  o’  th’  Wood, 

It  feems  the  Manfion  of  fome  Man  of  Note  : 

I’ll  go  and  turn  a  Beggar  for  my  Father. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

O  my  Soul’s  Comfort!  do.  Indeed  I  want  it. 

I,  who  had  once  the  Plenty  of  the  Earth, 

Now  want  a  Root  and  Water.  Go,  my  Boy, 

And  fee  who’ll  give  a  Morfel  to  poor  Marius. 

Nay,  I’ll  not  darve  ;  No,  I  will  plunge  in  Riot, 
Wallow  in  Plenty.  Drink  !  I’ll  drink,  I’ll  drink. 

Give  me  that  Goblet  hither - Here’s  a  Health 

To  all  the  Knaves  and  Senators  in  Rome. 

MARIUS  Junior. 

Repofe  yourfelf  a  while,  ’till  we  return. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

I  will,  but  pr’ythee  let  me  rave  a  little. 

Go,  pr’ythee  go,  and  don’t  delay.  I’ll  red, 

As  thou  ihalt,  Rome,  if  e’er  my  Fortune  raife  me— — 

[Exit  Mar.  Jun. 
£  Enter 
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Enter  Lavikia. 

Another  Murd’rer  ?  this  brings  fmiling  Fate  : 

A  deadly  Snake  cloath’d  in  a  dainty  Skin. 

LAVIKIA. 

I’ve  wandered  up  and  down  thefe  Woodsand  Meadows, 
’Till  I  have  loft  my  Way — 

Againft  a  tall,  young,  Ilender,  well-grown  Oak 
Leaning,  I  found  Lanjinia  in  the  Bark. 

My  Marius  Ihould  not  be  far  hence. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

What  art  thou. 

That  dar’ft  to  name  that  wretched  Creature  Marius  ? 
LAV  IN  I  A. 

Do  not  be  angry,  Sir,  whate’er  thou  art; 

I  am  a  poor  unhappy  Woman,  driven 
By  Fortune  to  purfue  my  banilh’d  Lord. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

By  thy  diflembling  Tone  thou  Ihouldft  be  Woman, 
And  Roman  too. 

LAV  IN  I  A. 

Indeed  I  am. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

A  Roman  ? 

If  thou  art  fo,  begone,  left  Rage  with  Strength 
Aflift  my  Vengeance  and  I  rife  and  kill  thee. 

LAVIN1A. 

My  Father,  you  ? 

CAIUS  MAR  IUS. 

Now  thou  art  a  Woman  ; 

For  Lies  are  in  thee.  I  ?  am  I  thy  Father? 

I  ne’er  was  yet  fo  curft:  None  of  thy  Sex 

E’er  fprung  from  me.  My  Offspring  all  are  Males, 

The  nobler  Sort  of  Beafts  entit’led  Men. 

LAV  IN  I  A. 

I  am  your  Daughter,  if  your  Son’s  mv  Lord. 

Have  you  ne’er  heard  Lavinia' s  Name  in  Rome, 
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That  wedded  with  the  Son  of  Marius  ? 

C  A  IV  S  MAR  I  US:. 

Haft  ! 

Art  thou  that  fond,  that  kind  and  doating  Thing, 
That  left  her  Father,  for  a  banilh’d  Huiband  ? 

Come  near - 

And  let  me  blefs  thee,  tho’  thy  Nams’s  my  Foe. 

LA  V  IN  I  A. 

Alas,  my  Father,  you  feem  much  oppreft  : 

Your  Lips  are  parcht,  Blood-lhot  your  Eyes  and  funky 
Will  you  partake  fach  Fruits  as  t  .have  gather’d  ? 
Tafte,  Sir,  this  Peach,  and  this  Pomegranate  ;  both- 
Ripe  and  re fre firing. 

CAINS  MARIUS. 

What  all  this  from  thee, 

Thou  Angel,  whom  the  Gods  have  fent  to  aid  me? 

I  don’t  deferve  thy  Bounty. 

LAN  IN  I  A. 

Here,  Sir’s  more. 

I  found  acryfial  Spring  too  in  the  Wood, 

And  took  fome  Water  :  ’tis  moll  foft  and  cool. 

CAINS  MARIUS. 

An  Emp’ror’s  Feaft  !  but  I  fhall  rob  thee, 

LAVINIA. 

No, 

I’ve  eat,  and  flak’d  my  Thirll.  But  where’s  my  Lord, 
My  deareft  Marius  ? 

CAINS  MARIUS. 

To  th’  neighb’ring  Village, 

He’s  gone  to  beg  his  Father’s  Dinner,  Daughter. 

L  A  NINJA. 

Will  you  then  call  me  Daughter  ?  will  you  own  it 
I’m  much  o’er-paid  for  all  the  Wrongs  of  Fortune. 

But  furely  Marius  can’t  be  brought  to  want. 

I’ve  Gold  and  Jewels  too  and  they’ll  buy  Food. 
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Enter  Marius  Junior. 

CAIUS  MARI  U  S. 

See  here,  my  Marius ,  what  the  Gods  have  Tent  us* 

See  thy  Lavinia. 

MARIUS  Junior 

Hah  !  [Ihey  run  and  emirate. 

CAIUS  MAR  1US. 

What  ?  dumb  at  meeting  ? 
MAR  I  U  S  Junior . 

Why  weeps  my  Love  ? 

L  A  V  IN  1  A. 

I  cannot  fpeak,  Tears  To  obltmdl  my  Words> 

And  choak  me  with  unutterable  Joy. 

MARIUS  Junior. 

Oh  my  Heart’s  Joy  ! 

LAVIN1A , 

My  Soul  1 

MARIUS  Junior. 

But  hall  thou  left 

Thy  Father’s  Houfe,  the  Pomp  and  State  of  Rome , 

To  follow  Defart-Mifery  t 

LAV  IN  I  A. 

I  come 

To  bear  a  Part  in  every  Thing  that’s  thine,- 
I'e’t  Happinefs  or  Sorrow.  In  thefe  Woods, 

Whilll  from  purfuing  Enemies  you’re  fafe 
I’ll  range  about  and  find  the  Fruits  and  Springs, 

Gather  cool  Sedges,  Daffodils  and  Lilies, 

And  fofteft  Camomile  to  make  us  Beds, 

Whereon  my  Love  and  I  at  Night  will  deep. 

And  dream  of  better  Fortune. 

Enter  Granius  and  Servant  ■ with  Wine  and  Meat. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Yet  more  Plenty  ? 

Sure  Comus ,  the  God  of  Fealling,  haunts  thefe  Woods,. 

<  "  And 
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And  means  to  entertain  us  as  his  Guefts. 

S  E  R  VA  N  T. 

I  am  fent  hither,  Marius ,  from  my  Lord, 

Sextilius  the  Praetor,  to  relieve  thee, 

And  warn  thee  that  thou  ftrait  depart  this  Place, 

Elfe  he  the  Senate’s  Edift  mull  obey, 

And  treat  thee  as  a  Foe  of  Rome. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

But  did  he. 

Did  he,  Sextilius,  bid  thee  fay  all  this  ? 

Was  he  too  proud  to  come  and  fee  his  Mailer. 

That  rais’d  him  out  of  nothing?  Was  he  not 
My  menial  Servant  once,  and  wip’d  thefe  Shoes, 

Ran  by  my  Chariot-wheels,  my  Pleafures  watcht. 

And  fed  upon  the  Voidings  of  my  Table  ? 

Durft  he  affront  me  with  a  fordid  Alms  ? 

And  fend  a  faucy  Meffage  by  a  Slave  ? 

Hence  with  thy  Scraps :  back  to  thy  Teeth  I  dalh  ’em. 
Be  gone  whilft  thou  art  fafe.  Hold,  Hay  a  little. 

SERVANT. 

What  Anfwer  would  you  have  me  carry  back  ? 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Go  to  Sextilius,  tell  him  thou  haft  feen 
Poor  Cains  Marius  banifh’d  from  his  Country, 

Sitting  in  Sorrow  on  the  naked  Earth, 

Amidft  an  ample  Fortune  once  his  own, 

Where  now  he  cannot  claim  a  Turf  to  fleep  on.  [Fa:.  Sera/. 
How  am  I  fallen  1  Mufick  ?  Sure  the  Gods  \_Soft  Mujick. 
Are  mad,  or  have  defign’d  to  make  me  fo. 

Enter  Martha. 

Well,  what  art  thou  ? 

MAR  THA. 

Am  I  a  Stranger  to  thee  ? 

Martha's  my  Name,  the  Syrian  Prophetefs, 

That  us’d  to  wait  upon  thee  with  good  Fortune ; 

’Till  banilh’d  out  of  Rome  for  ferving  thee, 
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Fve  ever  fince  inhabited  thefe  Woods, 

And  fearch’d  the  deepeft  Arts  of  wife  Foreknowledge. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

I  know  thee  now  moil  well.  When  thou  wert  gone. 
All  my  good  Fortune  left  me.  My  lov’d  Vultures, 

That  us’d  to  hover  o’er  my  happy  Head, 

And  promife  Honour  in  the  Day  of  Battle, 

Have  fxnce  been  feen  no  more.  Even  Birds  of  Prey 
Forfake  unhappy  Marius :  Men  of  Prey 
Purfue  him  dill.  Had  thou  no  Hopes  in  Store  ? 

MARTHA. 

A  hundred  Spirits  wait  upon  my  Will, 

To  bring  me  Tidings  from  th’  Earth’s  farthed  Corners, 
Of  all  that  happens  out  in  States  and  Councils  : 

I  tell  thee  therefore,  Rome  is  once  more  thine. 

The  Confuls  have  had  Blows,  and  Cinna\  beaten. 

Who  with  his  Army  comes  to  find  thee  out, 

To  lead  him  back  with  Terror  to  that  City. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Speak  on. 

MARTHA. 

Nay,  ere  thou  thinkd  it  he’ll  be  with  thee. 

But  let  thy  Sons,  and  thefe  fair  Nymphs  retire, 

Whild  I  relieve  thy  weary’d  Eyes  with  Sleep, 

And  chear  thee  in  a  Dream  with  promis’d  Fate. 

MARIUS  Junior. 

Come,  my  Lavinia,  Granius ,  we’ll  withdraw 
Tofcune  cool  Shade,  and  wonder  at  our  Fortune.  [Exe. 

[Martha  waves  her  IVand - A  Dance. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

O  Red,  thou  Stranger  to  my  Senfes,  welcome. 

Enter  Servant  and  a  Ruffian. 

SERVANT. 

Ten  Attick  Talents  fhall  be  thy  Reward, 

Sextilius  gives  ’em  thee.  Difpatch  him  fafely. 
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RUF  F  I A  N. 

Fear  not,  he  never  wakes  again. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

No  more. 

I’ll  hear  no  more.  Metellus  live?  No,  no: 

He  dies,  he  dies.  So,  bear  him  to  the  Fiber , 

And  plangehim  to  the  Bottom.  Hah,  Antonins! 

Where  are  my  Guards  ?  Difpatch  that  talking  Knave, 
That  when  he  Ihould  be  doing  publick  Service, 
C'onfumes  his  Time  in  Speeches  to  the  Rabble, 

And  fows  Sedition  in  a  City.  Down, 

Down  with  Pompeius  too,  that  call’d  me  Traitor. 

Hah  !  art  thou  there  ?  Welcome  once  mere,  old  Marius , 
To  Rome’s  Tribunal. 

RU  F  F  IAN. 

Now’s  the  Time. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Stand  off. 

Secure  that  Gaul — Dar’fithou  kill  Cains  Mar ius?  \Wahs. 
Hah  !  fpeak  ?  What  art  thou  ? 

RUFFIAN. 

By  S  ext  Hi  us  hired 

I  hither  came  to  take  ycur  Life.  Spare  mine. 

And  I’ll  for  ever  ferve  you  at  your  Feet. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

What  barb’rous  Slaves  are  thefe,  that  envy  me 
The  open  Air ;  fet  Prices  on  my  Head, 

As  they  would  do  on  Wolves  that  flay  their  Flock  ! 

Enter  SulpiTius.  [ Trumpets . 

Trumpets  !  Sulpitius,  where  haft  thou  been  wand’ring 
Since  the  late  Storm  that  drove  us  from  each  other  ? 
SULPITIUS. 

Why,  doing  Mifchief  up  and  down  the  City, 

Picking  up  difeontented  Fools,  belying 
The  Senators  and  Government,  deftroying 
Faith  amongft  honeft  Men,  and  praiftng  Knaves. 

CAIUS 
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C-AIUS  MARIUS. 

'Oh,  bat  where’s  Cinna  ? 

SUL P IT IUS . 

Ready  to  falute  you- 

Enter  Cinna  attended  with  Li  Hors  and  Guardi-. 
CINNA. 

Romans,  once  more  behold  your  Confulj  fee. 

Is  that  a  Fortune  fit  for  Caius  Marius  ? 

Advance  your  Axes  and  your  Rods  before  him. 

And  give  him  all  the  Cuiloms  of  his  Honour. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Away  :  fuch  Pomp  becomes  not  wretched  Marius  P 
Here  let  me  pay  Obedience  to  my  Conful. 

-Lead  me,  great  Cinna,  where  thy  Foes  have  wrong’d  thee. 
And  fee  how  thy  old  Soldier  willobey. 

C  INN  A. 

O  Marius,  be  our  Hearts  united  ever, 

To  carry  Defolation  into  Rome, 

And  waftethat  Den  of  Monfters  to  the  Earth. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Shall  we  ? 

CINNA. 

We’ll  do’t.  That  godly  foothfaying  Fool, 
That  facrificing  Dolt,  that  Sot  OHanjius, 

When  we  were  chofen  Confuls  in  the  Forum, 

Difown’d  me  for  his  Collegue  ;  faid,  the  Gods 
Had  told  him  I  defign’d  tyrannick  Pow’r  ; 

Trovok’d  the  Citizens,  who  took  up  Arms, 

And  drove  me  forth  the  Gates. 

C  AIUS  MARIUS. 

Excellent  Mifchief! 

What’s  to  be  done  ? 

CINNA. 

No  fooner  was  I  gone, 

Rut  a  large  Part  of  that  great  City  follow’d  me. 

There’s  not  an  honeil  Spirit  left  in  Rome , 

That  does  not  own  my  Caufe,  and  wilh  for  Marius. 

CAIUS 
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C  A IU  S  MARIUS. 

Bring  me  my  Horfe,  my  Armour,  and  the  Laurel 
With  which  when  I’do’ercome  three  barb’rous  Nations, 
I  enter’d  crown’d  with  Triumph  into  Rome. 

I  go  to  free  her  now  from  greater  Mifchiefs. 

Enter  Marius  Junior  and  Gkakids, 

O  my  young  Warrior  ! 

MARIUS  Junior. 

Curft  be  the  Light, 

And  ever  curft  be  all  thefe  Regions  round  us. 

Lavinia’ s  loft,  borne  back  with  Force  to  Rome , 

By  Ruffians  headed  by  her  Father’s  Kinfmen; 

And  like  a  Coward  too  I  live,  yet  faw  it.  [Exit. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Oh  Marius  !  Marius  !  let  not  ’plaints  come  from  thee, 
Nor  cloud  the  Joy  that’s  breaking  on  thy  Father. 

If  Ihe  be  back  in  Rome,  Lavinia’s  thine. 

To-morrow’s  Dawn  reftores  her  to  thy  Arms, 

For  that  fair  Miftrefs,  Fortune,  which  has  coll 
So  dear,  for  which  fuch  Hardlhips  I  have  part, 

Is  coy  no  more,  but  crowns  my  Hopes  at  la  ft. 

I  long  to  embrace  her;  nay,  ’tis  Death  to  ftay. 

I’m  mad  as  promis’d  Bridegrooms,  borne  away 
With  Thoughts  of  nothing  but  the  joyful  Day.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.  Metellus’*  Houfe. 

Enter  Metellus,  Lavinia,  and  Prief  of  Hymen. 
LA  VI  N I  A. 

Nay,  you  have  catch’d  me :  You  may  kill  me  too  : 
But  with  my  Cries  I’ll  rend  the  echoing  Heav’ns, 

’Till  all  the  Gods  are  Witnefs  how  you  ufe  me. 

METELLUS. 

What  ?  like  a  Vagrant  fly  thy  Father's  Houfe  ? 

And  follow  fulfomely  an  exil’d  Slave, 
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Difdain’d  by  all  the  World,  but  abjeft  thou  ? 

Refolve  to  go,  or  bound  be  Tent  to  Sylla, 

With  as  much  Scorn  as  thou  haft  done  me  Shame. 

LA  VI N  I  A. 

Do,  bind  me,  kill  me,  rack  thefe  Limbs  :  I’ll  bear  it. 
But,  Sir,  conftder  ftill  I  am  your  Daughter ; 

And  one  Hour’s  Converfe  with  this  holy  Man 
May  teach  me  to  repent,  and  Ihew  Obedience. 

METELL  US. 

Think  not  t’evade  me  by  protra&ing  Time  : 

For  if  thou  doft  not,  may  the  Gods  forfake  me. 

As  I  will  thee,  if  thou  efcape  my  Fury. —  [Exit. 

LA  FIN  I  A. 

Oh  !  bid  me  leap  (rather  than  go  to  Sylla) 

From  off  the  Battlements  of  any  Tow’r, 

Or  walk  in  thievifh  Ways,  or  bid  me  lurk 
Where  Serpents  are  :  chain  me  with  roaring  Bears  ; 

Or  hide  me  nightly  in  a  Charnel-houfe 
O’er-cover’d  quite  with  dead  Mens  rattling  Bones, 

With  reeky  Shanks,  and  yellow  chaplefs  Sculls  : 

Or  bid  me  go  into  a  new-made  Grave, 

And  hide  me  with  a  dead  Man  in  his  Shroud  : 

Things  that  to  hear  but  told  have  made  me  tremble 
And  I’ll  go  through  it  without  fear  or  doubting, 

To  keep  my  Vows  unfpotted  to  my  Love. — — — 

p  r  ie  s  r. 

Take  here  this  Phial  then,  and  in  this  Moment 
Drink  it,  when  ftraight  through  all  thy  Veins  fhall  run 
A  cold  and  drowfy  Humour  more  than  Sleep  : 

And  in  Death’s  borrow’d  Likenefs  (halt  thou  lie 
Two  Summer  Days,  then  wake  as  from  a  Slumber, 
’Till  Marins  by  my  Letters  know  what’s  pall. 

And  come  by  Health  to  Rome. - - 

'  LAV  IN  I  A. 

Give  me;  oh!  give  me  :  tell  me  not  of  Fears. 
PRIEST. 

Farewel :  Be  bold  and  profp’rous. 

Vo  L.  III.  I 


[Exit. 
L  AVI - 
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L  AVIN I  A. 

Oh  !  Fare  we! - . 

Heav’n  knows  if  ever  we  fhall  meet  again. 

I  have  a  faint  cold  Fear  thrills  through  my  Veins, 

That  aimed  freezes  up  the  Heat  of  Life. 

I  ''ll  call  him  back  again  to  comfort  me. 

Stay,  holy  Man.  But  what  fnould  he  do  here  ? 

My  difmal  Scene  ’tis  fit  I  afl  alone. 

What  if  this  Mixture  do  not  work  at  all  ? 

Shall  I  To-morrow  then  be  fent  to  Syllci  ? 

No,  no, — this  {hall  forbid  it;  lie  thou  there - 

[ Lays  dovjn  ibe  Dagger. 

Or  how,  if,  when  I’m  laid  into  the  Tomb, 

I  wake  before  the  Time  that  Marius  come 
To  my  Relief?  There,  there’s  a  fearful  Point. 

Shall  I  not  then  be  ftifled  in  the  Vault, 

Where  for  thefe  many  hundred  Years  the  Bones 
Of  all  my  bury’d  Anceflors  are  pack’d  ? 

Where,  as  they  fay,  Ghofls  at  fome  Hours  refort, 
WithMandrakesShrieks  torn  from  theEarth’s  darkWomb, 
That  living  Mortals  hearing  them  run  mad  ? 

Or  if  I  wake,  fhall  I  net  be  didraTed, 

Inviron’d  round  with  all  thefe  hideous  Fears, 

And  madly  play  with  my  Forefathers  Joints ; 

Then  in  this  Pvage  with  fome  great  Kir.fman’s  Bones 
As  with  a  Club  dafh  out  my  defp’ate  Brains ! 

What  ?  Sylla  ?  Get  thee  gone,  thou  meager  Lover : 

My  Senfe  abhors  thee.  Don’t  diiturb  my  Draught ; 

’Tis  tcrnyLcrd.  [Drinks. Oh  Marius  !  Marius  !  Marius ! 

[  Exit. 
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A  C  T  V.  SCENE  I. 

S  E  E  N  E  Cinna’ j  Camp  before  the  Walls  of  Rome, 


[Trumpets  found  a  General 

Enter  Cinna,  Caivs  Marius,  and Sulpitius, 
G  r  a  n  1  u  s,  two  Asnbaffadors,  Guards. 

CINNA. 

AMbaftadors  from  Rome?  How  many  Slaves, 

Traitors,  and  Tyrants,  Villains,  was  I  call’d 
Bat  Yefterday  ?  yet  now  their  Conful  Cinna  l 
Oh  !  What  an  excellent  Mailer  is  an  Army, 

To  teach  rebellious  Cities  Manners !  Say, 

My  Friend  and  Collegue  Marius ,  fhall  we  hear  ’em  ? 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Whom  ? 

CINNA. 

The  Ambafladors. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

From  whence  ? 
CINNA. 

From  Rme. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

My  loving  Countryman ;  they  mull  be  heard. 

Or  Sylla  will  be  angry - ■ 

CINNA. 

In  what  State 

And  Pageantry  the  folid  Lumps  move  on  ? 

And  though  they  come  to  beg,  will  be  attended  • 

With  their  ill-order’d  Pomp  and  aukward  Pride. 

Who  are  ye  ?  and  from  whence  I 
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i  AMBASSADOR. 

From  wretched  Rome, 

To  thee,  moft  mighty  Cinna,  and  to  thee. 

Molt  dread  Lord  Marius,  in  her  Name  we  bow. 
CINNA. 

What’s  your  Demand  ? 

i  AMBASSADOR. 

Hear  but  our  humble  Prayers, 
And  all  Demands  be  made  by  Godlike  Cinna. 

Whither,  oh  !  whither  will  your  Rage  purfue  us 
Mull  all  the  Fortunes  and  the  Lives  of  Rome 
Suffer  for  one  Mifcarriage  of  her  Mailers  ? 

Your  forrowful  afflicted  Mother  Rome, 

In  whofe  kind  Bofom  you  were  nurs’d  and  bred, 
Stretches  her  trembling  Arms  t’implore  your  Pity. 

Fold  up  your  dreadful  Enfigns,  and  lay  by 
Your  warlike  Terrors,  that  affright  her  Matrons, 

And  come  to  her,  ere  Sorrows  quite  o’erwhelm  her. 

But  come  like  Sons  that  bring  their  Parents  Joy  : 

Enter  her  Gates  with  Dove-like  Peace  before  ye, 

And  let  no  bloody  Slaughter  ftain  her  Streets. 

CINNA. 

Thus  ’tis  you  think  to  heal  up  fmarting  Honour, 

By  pouring  flatt’ring  Balm  into  the  Wound, 

Which  for  a  Time  may  make  it  whole  and  fair  : 

’Till  the  falfe  Medicine  be  at  laft  aifcover’d. 

And  then  it  rankles  to  a  Sore  again. 

Take  this  my  Anfwer  :  I  will  enter  Rome  ; 

But  for  my  Force,  I’ll  keep  it  Bill  my  own, 

Nor  part  with  Pow’r  to  give  it  to  my  Foes. 

C  A  IUS  MARIUS. 

Sulpitius,  fee,  what  abjed  Slaves  are  thefe  r  Such  bafe 
Deformities  a  long  Robe  hides. 

SULPITIUS. 

I  cannot  but  laugh  to  think  on’t. 

CAIUS  MARI  US. 


What  ? 
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SUL  PJTIUS. 

How  thefe  politick  Noddles,  that  look  fo  grave  upon 
the  Matter  in  the  Senate-houfe,  will  laugh  and  grin  at 
one  another,  when  they  are  fet  a  Sunning  upon  the 
Capitol. 

z  AMBASSADOR. 

May  we  return  with  Joy  into  our  City, 

Proclaiming-  Peace,  agreed  with  Heav’n  and  you  ? 

C.  I  N  N  A. 

Go  tell  ’em  we  expefl  due  Homage  paid. 

Of  every  Senator  expcft  Acknowledgment, 

Mighty  Rewards  and  Offices  of  Honour. 

i  AMBASSADOR. 

But  on  that  Brow  there  Pill  appears  a  Claud, 

That  never  rofe  without  a  following  Storm. 

c a i us  marius. 

Alas !  for  me  a  fimple  banish’d  Man, 

Driv’n  from  my  Country  by  the  Right  of  Law, 

And  jultly  punifh’d  as  my  Ills  deferv’d. 

Think  not  of  me:  Whate’er  are  his  Refolves, 

I  fhall  obey. 

Both  AMBASSADORS. 

May  all  the  Gods  reward  you — [_Exe.  Ambajf.  and  Att. 
C  INN  A. 

Now  Marius. 

C  A  IUS  MARIUS. 

Now,  my  Cinna, 

CINNA. 

Are  not  we 

True  born  of  Rome,  true  Sons  of  fuch  a  Mother  ? 

How  I  adore  thy  Temper  ! 

C  A  IUS  MARIUS. 

Thofe  two  Knaves, 

Thofe  whining,  fawning,  humble,  pliant  Villain^, 
Would  cut  thy  Throat  or  mine  for  half  a  Drachma. 
CINNA. 

Let’s  not  delay  a  Moment. 
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CA1US  MARIUS. 

Oh  !  let’s  fly. 

Enter  this  curfed  City  ;  nay,  with  Smiles  too. 

But  falfe  as  the  adulterate  Promifes 

Of  Favourites  in  Pow’r,  when  poor  Men  court  ’em. 

C  INN  A. 

They  always  hated:  me,  becaufe  a  Scldier. 

CdlUS  MARIUS . 

Bafe  Natures  ever  grudge  at  Things  above  ’em, 

.And  hate  a  pow’r  they  are  too  much  oblig’d  to. 

When  Fears  are  on  them,  then  their  kindefl  Wiiltes. 
.And  bell  Rewards  attend  the  gallant  Warrior  : 

But  Dangers  vanilh’d,  infamous  Neo-left, 
ill  Ufage  and  Reproach  are  all  his  Portion  ; 

Or  at  the  befc  he’s  wedded  to  hard  Wants, 

Robb’J  of  that  little  Flire  he  toil’d  and  bled  for. 

S  U L  P  IT  1  US. 

I’d  rather  turn  a  bold  true-hearted  Rogue, 

Live  upon  Prey,  and  hang  for’t  with  my  Fellows 
Than,  when  my  Honour  and  my  Country’s  Caufe 
Call  me  to  Dangers,  be  fo  bafely  branded. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Ere  we  this  City  enter  then,  let’s  fwear 
Not  to  deltroy  or_e  honeft  Roman  living. 

S  U  L  P  IT  I  US. 

Nor  one  chafte  Matron. 

C  I N  N  A. 

Nor  a  faithful  Friend* 

Nor  true-born  Heir,  nor  Senator  that’s  wife. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

But  Knaves  and  Villains,  Whores,  and  bafe -born  Brats* 
And  th’  enalefs  Swarms  of  Fools  grown  up  in  Years, 

Be  Slaughter’s  Game,  ’till  we  difpeople  Rome. 

C  IN  N  A. 

Draw  out  our  Guards,  and  let  the  Trumpets  found. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

’Till  all  Things  tell  ’em  Marins  is  at  Hand. 
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O  Sylla,  if  at  Capua  thou  (halt  hear 
How  Fortune  deals  with  me,  fall  on  thy  Knees, 

And  make  the  Gods  thy  Friends  to  keep  thee  from  me. 
Sulpitius,  as  along  the  Streets  we  move 
With  folemn  Pace  and  meditating  Mifehiefs, 

Whome’er  1  fmile  on  let  thy  Sword  go  through. 

Oh  !  can  the  Matrons  and  the  Virgins  Cries, 

The  Screams  of  dying  Infant.,  and  the  Groans 
Of  murder’d  Men  be  Mulick  to  appeafe  me  ? 

Sure  Death’s  r.ct  far  from  fuch  a  defperate  Cure. 

Be’t  with  me  rather  (Gc>ds)  as  Storms  let  locfe, 

That  rive  the  Trunks  of  tailed:  Cedars  down. 

And  tear  from  Tops  the  loaded  pregnant  Vine, 

And -kill  the  tender  Flow’rs  but  yet  half  blown. 

For  having  no  more  Fury  left  in  dore, 

Heav’n’s  Face  grows  clear,  the  Storm  is  heard  no  more.  1 
And  Nature  fmiles  as  gaily  as  before - -  [Exeunt- . 

SCENE  II.  Metellus’r  Houfe. 

Enter  Metellus. 

MET  E  L  LU  S. 

A  Peace  with  Marius  !  C  mod  bafe  Submiflion  ! 

That  over-ruling  Fears  Ihould  weigh  up  Reafon? 

Was  not  the  City  ours,  and  Syl/a  too 
At  Capua,  almod  in  a  Trumpet’s  Call  ? 

And  to  fubmit  !  Could  I  but  once  have  fought  for’t, 

I  might  have  met  this  Marius  in  Arms, 

And  been  reveng’d  for  all  the  Mifehiefs  done  me. 

Nurfe. 

Enter  Nurse. 

NURSE. 

Here,  an’t  fhall  pleafe  you. 

ME  TELL  US. 

Go  wake  Lauinia.  Tell  her,  lire  mud  hence 
For  Capua  this  Morning  ;  for  the  Truce 
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Favours  her  Journey,  and  fecures  her  Paffage.  [Exit 
[Scene  draws  and  difeovers  Lavinia  on  a  Couch, 
NURSE. 

Wake  her  ?  Foor  Titmoufe  !  it  will  be  as  peevifh, 

I  11  warrant  you,  and  rub  its  Ny-e’s,  and  To  frown  now 
Well :  Miftreis  !  why  Lavinia  !  fail  I  warrant  her. 

Why,  Lamb  !  why.  Lady  !  Fy,  you  Slug-a-bed. 

What,  not  a  Word?  You  take  your  Pennyworth  now. 
Sleep  for  a  Week  ;  for  the  next  Night  (my  Word  for’t) 
Sylia  takes  care  that  you  fhall  reft  but  little. 

Gods  forgive  me — 

Marry  and  Amen.  How  found  is  fhe  afteep  ? 

I  muft  needs  wake  her.  Madam  !  Madam  !  Madam  ! 
Now  fhould  your  Lover  find  you  in  this  Pofture, 

Held  flight  you  up  i’faith  ?  What?  Won’t  it  do  ? 

Dreft  too?  And  in  your  Clothes  ?  and  down  again? 
Nay,  I  muft  wake  you,  Lady  !  Lady  !  Lady  ! 

Alas  !  alas  !  help,  help,  my  Lady’s  dead. 

Ah  !  well-a-day  that  ever  I  was  born  ! 

Some  Aqua  vitce.  Koa  !  my  Lord - my  Lady — 

Enter  Metellus. 

METE  L  L  US. 

L.tviAa  dead  ? 

NURSE. 

Your  only  Daughter’s  dead  : 

Dead  as  a  Herring,  Stock-filh,  or  Door-nail. 

M  E  TE  L  LU  S. 

Stiff,  cold  and  pale.  Where  are  thy  Beauties  now? 
Thy  Blufnes  that  have  warm’d  fo  many  Hearts  ? 

All  Hearts  that  ever  felt  her  conqu’ring  Beauty, 

Sigh  ’till  ye  break  ;  and  all  ye  Eyes  that  languifh’d 
In  my  Lavinia' s  Brightnefs,  weep  with  me, 

’Till  Grief  grow  general,  and  the  World’s  in  Tears. 
NUR  S  E. 

Oh  Day  !  oh  Day  !  oh  Day  !  oh  hateful  Day  ! 

Never  was  feen  fo  black  a  Day  as  this. 

Oh 
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Oh  Day  !  oh  woful  Day  !  oh  Day,  like  Night ! 

ME  TE  LLU  S. 

No  more  :  Thus  in  her  Bridal  Ornaments 
Dreft  as  lhe  is  ffie  ffiall  be  borne  to  Burial, 

I’th’  Sepulchre  where  our  Forefathers  reft. 

Be’t  done,  whilft  all  Things  we  ordain’d  for  Joy 
Turn  from  their  Office,  and  affift  in  Sadnefs.  [Exit. 

NURSE. 

I  ffiall  be  done,  and  done  and  overdone,  as  we  are  un¬ 
done.  And  I  will  figh  and  cry  ’till  I  am  fwell’d  as  big 
as  a  Pumkin.  Nay,  my  poor  Baby,  I’ll  take  care  thou 
ffialc  not  die  for  nothing  ;  for  I  will  waffi  thee  with  my 
Tears,  perfume  thee  with  my  Sighs,  and  flick  a  Flower 
in  every  Part  about  thee - -  [Exit. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Forum,  where  is  placed 
the  ConfuEs  Tribunal. 

Enter  two  Citizens, 

1  CITIZEN. 

Whither,  oh  whither  ffiall  we  fly  for  Safety? 

Already  reeking  Murder’s  in  our  Streets, 

Matrons  with  Infants  in  their  Arms  are  butcher’d, 

And  Rene  appears  one  noifome  Houfe  of  Slaughter.. 

2  CITIZEN. 

Hear  us  ye  Gods,  and  pity  our  Calamities. 

Stop,  flop  the  Fury  of  this  cruel  Tyrant  ; 

Gr  fend  your  Thunder  forth  to  flrike  us  dead,. 

Ere  our  own  Slaves  are  Makers  of  our  Throats, 

i  CITIZEN. 

Ruin  draws  near  us.  Oh  my  Friend  !  let’s  fly 
Fo  the  Altars  of  our  Gods,  and  by  the  Hands, 

Of  one  another  die,,  as  Romans  ought.  f  Exeunt. - 
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Enter  Ancharius  the  Senator ,  and  his  Gra.ndjou. 
t  CHILD. 

Hide  me,  my  Grand  fire  ;  the  ugly  Men  are  coming 
That  kill’d  my  Mother  and  my  Siller  Thejbie. 

Will  they  kill  you  and  me  too  ? 

AN  CHAR1U  S. 

Oh  my  Child  ! 

I  cannot  hide  thee,  nor  know  not  what  to  do» 

Decrepit  Age  benumbs  my  weary  Limbs  : 

I  can’t  refill,  nor  fly- - 

CH  I L  D. 

Then  here  we’ll  fit ; 

Perhaps  they’ll-  not  come  yet  ;  or  if  they  do. 

I’ll  fall  upon  my  Knees,  and  beg  your  Life. 

I  am  a  very  little  hannlefs  Boy ; 

And  when  I  cry,  and  talk,  and  hang  about  ’em. 

They’ll  pitv  lure  my  Tears,  and  grant  me  all- 

Enter  federal  old  Men  in  black, -with  Cyprefs  Wreaths ,.  leading 
Virgins  in  white  with  Myrtle,  who  kneel brfc  re  the  I rihunah 

Then  enters  C  a  i  u  s  Ma  r  i  u  s  as  Conftil,  Lifiors,  Sulpitius^ 
and  Guards. 

CA1US  MARIUS. 

I  thank  ye,  Gods,  ye  have  relior’d  me  now; 

[Mounts  the  Tribunal. 
What  Pageantry  is  this,.  Sulpitins-,.  here  ? 

Remove  thefe  Slaves,  and  bear  ’em  io  their  Fates. 

i  Old  M  A  N. 

We  come  not  for  ourfelves,  but  in  the  Name 
Of  Ret, te,  to  offer  up  our  Lives  for  all. 

Pity  a  wretched  St2te,  thou  raging  God, 

And  let  loofe  all  thy  dreadful  Fury  here. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

I  know  ye  all,  great  Senators  ;  ye  are 
The  Heads  and  Patrons  of-  rebellious  Rome. 
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Ye  can  be  humble  when  Affliction  galls  ye  : 

And  with  that  Cheat  at  any  Time  ye  think 
To  charm  a  generous  Mind,  though  ye  have  wrong’d  it* 
Falfe  are  your  Safeties  when  indulg’d  by  Pow’r  : 

Forfoon  ye  fatten  and  grow  able  Traitors. 

Falfe  are  your  Fears,  and  your  Afflictions  falfer  : 

For  they  cheat  you,  and  make  you  hope  for  Mercy, 
Which  you  Ihall  never  gain  at  Marius'  Hands. 

Who  trulls  your  Penitence  is  more  than  Fool, 

Rebellion  will  renew  ;  ye  can’t  be  honed. 

Yo  u’re  never  pleafed  but  with  the  Knaves  that  cheat  you. 
And  work  your  Follies  to  their  private  Ends. 

For  your  Religion,  like  your  Clothes  you  wear  it, 

To  change  and  turn  juft  as  the  Faftiion  alters. 

And  think  you  by  this  folemn  Piece  of  Fooling 
To  hufh  my  Rage,  and  melt  me  into  Pity  ? 

Adv  ance  Sulpitius  ;  old  Ancharius  there. 

Who  was  fo  violent  for  my  DeftruClion, 

That  his  Beard  briftled  at  his  Face  diftorted  ; 

Away  with  him.  Difpatch  thefe  Trifters  too. 

But  fpare  the  Virgins,  ’caufe  mine  Eyes  have  feen  ’em  ; 
Or  keep  ’em  for  my  Warriors  to  rejoice  in. 

A  NC  HA  RIU  S. 

Thou  who  wert  born  to  be  the  Plague  of  Rome, 

What  wouldil  thou  do  with  me  ? 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Difpofe  thee  hence 

Amongft  the  other  Offal,  for  the  Jaws 

Of  hungry  Death,  ’till  Rome  be  purg’d  cf  Villains. 

Thou  dy ’ll  for  wronging  Marius. 

CHIL  D. 

'  Oh  my  Lord  ! 

{For  you  muff  be  a  Lord,  you  are-  fo  angry) 

For  my  Sake  fpare  his  Life.  I  have  no  Friend 
Put  him  to  guard  my  tender  Years  from  Wrongs. 

When  he  is  dead,  what  will  become  of  me, 

A  poor  and  hclplefs  Orphan,  naked  left 
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To  all  the  Ills  of  the  wide  faithlefs  World  ? 

C  JIUS  MARIUS. 

Take  hence  this  Brat  too  ;  mount  it  on  a  Spear, 
And  make  it  fprawl  to  make  the  Grandlire  Sport. 
CHILD. 

O  cruel  Man  !  I’ll  hang  upon  your  Knees, 

And  with  my  little  dying  Hands  implore  you  ; 

I  may  be  fit  to  do  you  fome  fmall  Pleafures. 

I’ll  find  a  thoufana  tender  Ways  to  pleafe  you : 

Smile  when  you  rage,  and  Broke  you  into  Mildnefs ; 
Play  with  your  manly  Neck,  and  call  you  Father  : 

For  mine  (alas  !)  the  Gcds  have  taken  from  me. 

C  A  IU  S  MARIUS. 

Young  Crocodile  !  Thus  from  their  Mother’s  Breafts 
Are  they  infirudted,  bred  and  taught  in  Rome. 

For  that  old  paralytick  Slave,  difpatch  him  : 

Let  me  not  know  he  breathes  another  Moment. 

But  fpare  this,  caufe’t  haslearn’d  its  Lefl'on  well* 

And  I’ve  a  Softnefs  in  my  Heart  pleads  for  him* 


"Well  now. 


Enter  Messenger. 


MESSENGER^ 

Mctellus. 

C  AIUS  MAR  I  US. 

Hah!  Metcllus  ?  What? 

MESSENGER. 

is  found.. 


CA1US  MARIUS. 

Speak,  where? 

MESSENGER. 

In  an  old  Suburb  Cottage, 

KJ  * 

Upbraiding  Keav’n,  and  curling  at  your  Fortune. 
CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Haile,  let  him  be  preferv’d  for  my  own  Fury. 

Clap,  clap  your  Hands  for  Joy,  ye  Tricnds  of  Marius  ;■ 
'icr,  thou  land  Talents  for  the  News  I’ll  give  thee. 
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The  Core  and  Bottom  of  my  Torment’s  found. 

And  in  a  Moment  I  ihall  be  at  Eafe. 

Rome's  Walls  no  more  Ihall  be  befmear’d  with  Blood, 

But  Peace  and  Gladnefs  flourilh  in  her  Streets. 

Let’s  go.  Metellus  !  we  have  found  Mttellus  ! 

Let  every  Tongue  proclaim  aloud  Metellus ; 

’Till  I  have  dalh’d  him  on  the  Rock  of  Fate, 

Then  be  his  Name  forgot,  and  heard  no  more.  [Exiu 

SCENE  IV.  A  Church-yard. 

Enter  Marius  Junior. 

MARIUS  Junior. 

As  I  have  wander’d  mufing  to  and  fro. 

Still  am  I  brought  to  this  unlucky  Place, 

As  I  had  Bufinefs  with  the  horrid  Dead  r 
Though  could  I  trull;  to  Flattery  of  Sleep, 

My  Dreams  prefage  fome  joyful  News  at  Hand~ 

My  Bofom’s  Lord  fits  lightly  on  his  Throne, 

And  all  this  Day  an  unaccuftom’d  Spirit 

Lifts  me  above  the  Ground  with  chearful  Thoughts. 

I  dream’d  Lavinia  came  and  found  me  dead. 

And  breath’d  fuch  Life  with  KifFes  on  my  Lips, 

That  I  reviv’d,  and  was  an  Emperor. 

Enter  C  A  T  u  L  u  s. 

CATULUS. 

My  Lord  already  here  ? 

MARIUS  Junior. 

My  truliy  Cat  ulus. 

What  News  from  my  Lavinia  ?  fpeak  and  blefs  me„. 

CAT  ULUS. 

She’s  very  well. - — 

MARIUS  Junior. 

Then  nothing  can  be  ill. 
Something  thou  feem’ft  to  know  that’s  terrible. 

Out 
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Out  with  it  boldly,  Man ;  what  canft  thou  fay 
Of  my  Lavinia? 

CAT9LUS. 

But  one  fad  Word,  fhe’s  dead. 

Here  in  her  Kindred’s  Vault  I’ve  feen  her  laid,. 

And  have  been  fearching  you  to  tell  the  News. 

MARIUS  ‘Junior . 

Dead?  isitfo?  then  I  defy  you,  Stars; 

Go,  haften  quickly,  get  me  Ink  and  Paper. 

’Tisdone:  I’ll  hence  To-night. 

Haft  thou  no  Letters  to  me  from  the  Prieft  ? 

CAT  ULUS. 

No,  my  good  Lord. 

MARIUS  Junior . 

No  matter,  get  the  gone — •  j 'Exit-  Catulus. 

Lavinia!  yet  I’ll  lie  with  thee  To-night; 

But  for  the  Means.  O  Mifchief  L  thou  art  fwift 
To  catch  the  llraggling  Thoughts  of  defp’rate  Men. 

I  do  remember  an  Apothecary, 

That  dwelt  about  this  Rendezvous  of  Death  ; 

Meagre  and  very  rueful  were  his  Looks ; 

Sharp  Mifery  had  worn  him  to  the  Bones ; 

And  in  his  needy  Shop  a  Tortoife  hung. 

An  Alienator  ftulPd,  and  other  Skins 
Of  ill-fhap’d  Fifties;  and  about  his  Shelves 
A  beggarly  Account  of  empty  Boxes, 

Green  Earthen-pots,  Bladders,  and  inuftty  Seeds, 
Remnants  of  Packthread,  and  old  Cakes  of  P.ofes 
Were  thinly  fcatter’d  to  make  up  a  Show. 

Oh  for  a  Poifon  now  1  his  Need  will  fell  it. 

Though  it  be  prefent  Death  by  Roman  Law. 

As  I  remember,  this  fhould  be  the  Houfe. 

His  Shop  is  fimt;  with  Beggars  all  are  Holidays. 

Holla !  Apothecary  ;  hoa  L 
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it#/?/-  Apothecary. 

APOTHECARY. 

Who’s  there  ? 

MARIUS  Junior. 

Come  hither,  Man,  I  fee  thou  art  very  poor; 

Thou  may’ll  do  any  Thing  :  here’s  fifty  Drachma’s, 

Get  me  a  Draught  of  that  will  foonell  free 
A  Wretch  from  all  his  Cares :  thou  underftand’ft  me. 
APOTHECARY. 

Such  mortal  Drugs  I  have,  but  Roman  Law- 
Speaks  Death  to  any  he  that  utters  ’em. 

MARIUS  Junior. 

Art  thou  fo  bafe  and  full  of  Wretchednefs, 

Yet  fear’ll  to  die?  Famine  is  in  thy  Cheeks, 

Need  and  Opprefllon  ftareth  in  thy  Eyes, 

Contempt  and  Beggary  hang  on  thy  Back; 

The  World  is  not  thy  Friend,  nor  the  World’s  Law; 

The  World  affords  no  Law  to  make  thee  rich  : 

Then  be  not  poor,  but  break  it,  and  take  this. 
APOTHECARY. 

My  Poverty,  but  not  my  Will  confents - 

[Goes  in,  and  fetches  a- Phial  of  Poifon » 
Take  this  and  drink  it  off,  tire  Work  is  done. 

MARIUS  Junior. 

There  is  thy  Geld,  worfe  Poifon  to  Mens  Souls, 
Doing  more  Murders  in  this  loathfome  World 
Than  thefe  poor  Compounds  thou-’rt  forbid  to  fell. 

1  fell  thee  Poifon,  thou  hall  fold  me  none. - ■ 

Farewel — buy  Food — and  get  t’nyfelf  in  Flefh. 

Now  for  the  Monument  of  the  Metelli -  [ Exit', 

[Scene  draws,  and  few  s  the  Temple  and  Monument . 

Re-esiter  Marius. 

MARIUS  Junior. 

It  lhould  be  here :  the  Door  is  open  too. 

Th’  infatiate  Mouth  of  Fate  gapes  wide  for  more. 


Enter 
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Enter  Priest,  and  Boy  with  a  Mattock  and  Iron  Crow. 
P  RIESr. 


Give  me  the  Mattock  and  the  wrenching  Iron : 

Now  take  this  Letter,  with  what  Haile  thou  canil 
Find  out  young  Marius,  and  deliver  it.  [Exit  Boy. 

Now  muil  I  to  the  Monument  alone. 

What  Wretch  is  he  that’s  entring  into  th’  Tomb  ? 

Some  Villain  come  to  rob  and  fpoil  the  Dead. 

Whoe’er  thou  art,  ftop  thy  unhallow’d  Purpofe. 


MARIUS  "Junior . 

Whoe’er  thou  art,  I  warn  thee  to  be  gone, 

And  do  not  interrupt  my  horrid  Purpofe. 

For  elfe,  by  Heav’n,  I’ll  tear  thee  Joint  by  Joint, 
And  ilrew  this  hungry  Church-yard  with  thy  Limbs. 
My  Mind,  and  its  Intents  are  favage  wild. 

More  fierce  and  more  inexorable  far 
Than  empty  Tygers,  or  the  roaring  Sea. 


PRIEST. 


Then  as  a  facrilegious  Slave  I  charge  thee, 
Obey  and  go  with  me,  or  thou  muil  die. 

MARIUS  Junior. 

I  know  I  muil,  and  therefore  I  came  hither. 
Good  Reverence,  do  not  tempt  a  defp’rate  Man. 
By  Heav’n,  I.  love  thee  better  than  myfelf  : 

For  I  againil  myfelf  come  hither  arm’d. 

Stay  nor,  be  gone — Live,  and  hereafter  fay,. 

A  Madman’s  Mercy  gave  thee  honeil  Ccunfel, 
PRIEST. 


I  do  defy  thy  Mercy  and  thy  Ccunfel, 

And  here  will  feize  thee  as  a  Thief  and  Robber. 
MARI  U  S  Junior. 

Wilt  thou  provoke  me?  Then  here,  take  thy  Wages. 

[Kills  him. 

PRIE  S  T. 

I’m  kill’d.  Oh  Marius  !  now  too  late  I  know  thee. 
Thou’il  ilain  the  only  Man  could  do  thee  Good; 

/.  •'  ‘it  Jr  k? - O  h  !  - — ■ 


[Din. 
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MARIUS  Junior. 

Let  me  perufe  this  Face. 

It  is  the  honeft  Prielt  that  join’d  our  Hands, 

In  a  Difguife  conceal’d.  Give  me  thy  Hand  j 
Since  in  ill  Fate’s  black  Roll  with  me  thou’rt  writ) 

I’ll  bury  thee  in  a  triumphant  Grave. 

Thou  deteftable  Maw,  thou  Womb  of  Death, 

Gorg’d  with  the  dearelt  Morfel  of  the  Earth, 

Thus  will  I  force  thy  rotten  jaws  to  open, 

And  fpite  of  thee  yet  cram  thee  with  more  Food. 

[Pulls  donvn  the  Side  of  the  Vo  mb. 
Oh  gorgeous  Palace  !  oh  my  Love  !  my  Wife  ! 

Death  has  had  yet  no  Pow’r  upon  thy  Beauty; 

That  is  not  conquer’d.  Beauty’s  Enfign  yet 
Is  crimfon  in  thy  Lips  and  in  thy  Cheeks ; 

And  the  pale  Flag  is  not  advanc’d  yet  there. 

Why  art  thou  flill  fo  fair?  Shall  I  believe 
That  the  lean  Monfter  Death  is  amorous. 

And  keeps  thee  here  in  Darknefs  for  his  Paramour? 

For  fear  of  that,  I’ll  flay  with  thee  for  ever. 

Come  bitter  Conduit,  thou  unfavoury  Guide: 

Here’s  to  my  Love -  [Drinks  the  Peifon, 

And  now  Eyes  look  your  lalt. 

Arms  take  your  lalt  Embrace,  whilft  on  thefe  Lips 

I  fix  the  Seal  of  an  eternal  Contract - 

She  breathes  and  Itirs -  [Lavinia  'wakes, 

LAV  IN  1 A  in  the  Tomb. 

Where  am  I  ?  Blefs  me,  Heav’n  ! 

’Tis  very  cold :  and  yet  here’s  fomething  warm — ■ 
MARIUS  Junior. 

She  lives,  and  we  lhall  both  be  made  Immortal, 

Speak,  my  Lavinia,  fpeak  fome  heavenly  News, 

And  tell  me  how  the  Gods  defign  to  treat  us. 

LAVINIA. 

O !  I  have  flept  a  long  ten  thoufand  Years. 

What  have  they  done  with  me  ?  I’ll  not  be  ufed  thus  ? 

I’ll  not  wed  SjUa _  Marius  is  my  Hulband, 
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Is  he  not,  Sir?  Methinks  you’re  very  like  him. 

Be  good  as  he  is,  and  protect  me. 

MARI  US  Junior. 

Hah  ! 

V/ilt  thou  not  own  me  ?  am  I  then  but  like  him  ? 

Much,  3nuch  indeed  I  am  chang’d  from  what  I  was; 
And  ne’er  lhall  be  myfelf,  if  thou  art  loft. 

LAVA  N I  A. 

The  Gods  have  heard  my  Vows ;  it  is  my  Marins. 
Once  more  they  have  reftor’d  him  to  my  Eyes. 

Hadft  thou  not  come,  fure  I  had  ftept  for  ever. 

But  there’s  a  fovereign  Charm  in  thy  Embraces, 

That  might  do  Wonders,  and  revive  the  Dead. 
MARIUS  Junior. 

Ill  Fate  no  more,  Lam  ini  a,  now  fnall  part  us, 

Ncr  cruel  Parents,  nor  oppreffing  Laws. 

Did  not  Heav’n’s  Pow’rs  all  wonder  at  our  Loves  ?' 

And  when  thou  told’ft  the  Tale  of  thy  Difafters, 

Was  there  not  Sadnefs  and  a  Gloom  amongft  ’em  ? 

I  knew  there  was ;  and  they  in  Pity  fent  thee, 

Thus  to  redeem  me  from  this  Vale  of  Torments, 

And  bear  me  with  thee  to  thofe  Hills  of  Joys. 

This  World’s  grofs  Air  grows  burdenfome  already. 

I’m  all  a  God  ;  fuch  heav’nly  Joys  tranfport  me, 

That  mortal  Senfe  grows  fick,  and  faints  with  tailing. 

[Dies, 

LA  VI N I  A. 

Oh  1  to  recount  my  Iiappinefs  to  thee. 

To  open  all  the  Treafure  of  my  Soul, 

And  fhew  thee  how  ’tis  fill’d,  would  wafte  more  Time 
Than  fo  impatient  Love  as  mine  can  fpare. 

He’s  gone!  he’s  dead  !  breathlefs :  alas!  my  Marius. 

A  Phial  too;  here,  here  has  been  his  Bane. 

O  Churl  ?  drink  all  ?  not  leave  one  friendly  Drop 
For  poor  Laminia?  Yet  I’ll  drain  thy  Lips. 

Perhaps  feme  welcome  Poifon  may  hang  there, 

To  help  me  to  o’ertake  thee  on  thy  Journey. 

Clammy  and  damp  as  Earth.  Hah  !  Stains  of  Blood  ? 

And 


0/Caius  Marius.  2ii 
And  a  Man  murder’d  ?  ’Tis  th’  unhappy  Flcnten. 

Who  fix  their  Joys  on  any  Thing  that’s  mortal. 

Let  ’em  behold  my  Portion,  and  defpair. 

What  fhall  I  do  ?  how  will  the  Gods  difpcfe  me  ?• 

Oh  !  I  could  rend  thefe  Walls  with  Lamentation, 

Tear  up  the  Dead  from  their  corrupted  Graves, 

And  daub  the  Face  o'f  Earth  with  her  own  Bowels. 

Enter  CaiusMarius,  and  Guards  driving  in  Metellus. 
CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Purfue  the  Slave;  let  not  his1  Gods  protect  him. 

LAV  INI  A.  . 

More  Mifchiefs !  hah  !  my  Father. 

METE  L  LUS. 

Oh!  1  am  (lain.  [Falls  dtwn  and  diet. 
L  A  V  IN  1  A. 

And  murder’d  too.  When  will  my  Woes  have  End  ? 
Conte,  cruel  Tyrant. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Sure  I  have  known  that  Face, 

LAV  IN  I  A. 

And  canit  thou  think  of  any  one  good  Turn 
That  I  have  done  thee,  and  not  kill  me  for’t  ? 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Art  thou  not  call’d  Lavinia  ? 

LAV  INI  A. 

Once  I  was. 

But  by  my  Woes  may  now  be  better  known. 

CAIUS  MARIUS, 

I  cannot  fee  thy  Face - 

LA  V I  N  I  A. 

You  mull,  and  hear  me. 

By  this,  you  mull :  nay,  I  will  hold  you  fait. 

[Seizes  his  Sword. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

What  vvouldft  thou  fay  r  where’s  all  my  Rage  gone 
now  ? 
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LAV  IN  I  A. 

I  am  Lavinia,  born  of  noble  Race. 

My  blooming  Beauty  conquer’d  many  Heart?, 

But  prov’d  the  greateft  Torment  of  my  own  : 

Tho’  my  Vows  profper’d,  and  my  Love  was  anfwer’d 
By  Marius,  the  noble!!,  gocdlieft  Youth 
That  Man  e’er  envy’d  at,  or  Virgin  figh’d  for. 

He  was  the  Son  of  an  unhappy  Parent, 

And  banifh’d  with  him  when  our  Joys  were  young ; 
Scarce  a  Night  old. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

1  do  remember’t  well. 

And  thou  art  fhe,  that  Wonder  of  thy  Kind, 

That  couldlt  be  true  to  exil’d  Mifery, 

And  to  and  fro  through  barren  Deferts  range. 

To  find  th’  unhappy  Wretch  thy  Soul  was  fond  of. 
LAVIN1A. 

Do  you  remember’t  well  ? 

CAIUS  MARIUS . 

In  every  Point. - 
LAV  IN  I  A. 

You  then  were  gentle,  took  me  in  your  Arms,. 
Embrac’d  me,  bled  me,  us’d  me  like  a  Father. 

And  fure  I  was  not  thanklefs  for  the  Bounty. 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Nc,  thou  wert,  next  the  Gods,  my  only  Comfort. 
When  I  lay  fainting  on  the  dry  parch’d  Earth, 

Beneath  the  fcorching  Heat  of  burning  Noon, 

Hungry  and  dry,  no  Food  nor  Friend  to  chear  me: 
Then  thou,  as, by  the  Gods  fome  Angel  fent, 

Cam’ft  by,  and  in  Compaflion  didft  relieve  me. 

LAV  INI  A. 

Did  I  all  this  ? 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Thou  didft  ;  thou  fav’dft:  my  Life, 
Elfe  I  had  funk  beneath  the  Weight  of  Want, 

And  been  a  Prey  to  my  remorfelefs  Foes. 

LA - 
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LA  FIN  I  A. 

And  fee  how  well  I  am  at  laft  rewarded. 

All  could  not  balance  for  the  Ihort-term’d  Life 
Of  one  old  Man  :  You  have  my  Father  butcher’d. 

The  only  Comfort  I  had  left  on  Earth. 

The  Gods  have  taken  too  my  Hulband  from  me; 

See  where  he  lies,  your  and  my  only  Joy. 

This  Sword,  yet  reeking  with  my  Father’s  Gore, 

Plunge  it  into  my  Breaft:  plunge,  plunge  it  thus. 

And  now  let  Rage,  Diftra&ion  and  Defpair 
Seize  all  Mankind,  ’till  they  grow  mad  as  I  am. 

[ Stabs  berfelf  with  his  Sword- 

CAINS  MARIUS. 

Nay,  now  thou  haft  outdone  me  much  in  Cruelty. 

Be  Nature’s  Light  extinguifn’d  ;  let  the  Sun 
Withdraw  his  Beams,  and  put  the  World  in  Darknefs, 
Whilft  here  I  howl  away  my  Life  in  Sorrows. 

Oh  !  let  me  bury  me  and  all  my  Sins 

Here  with  this  good  old  Man.  Thus  let  me  kifs 

Thy  pale  funk  Cheeks,  embalm  thee  with  my  Tears. 

My  Son,  how  cam’ll  thou  by  this  wretched  End? 

We  might  have  all  been  Friends,  and  in  one  Houfe 
Enjoy’d  the  Bleffings  of  eternal  Peace. 

But  oh!  my  cruel  Nature  has  undone  me. 

Enter  Messenger. 
MESSENGER. 

My  Lord,  I  bring  you  moft  difaft’rous  News. 

Sylla's  return’d  ;  his  Army’s  on  their  March 
From  Capua,  and  To-morrow  will  reach  Rome. 

At  which  the  Rabble  are  in  new  Rebellion, 

And  your  Sulpitius  mortally  is  wounded. 

Enter  SulpiTius  [led  by  two  of  the  Guards')  and  G  R  a  N  i  u  s . 

CAIUS  MARIUS. 

Oh  !  then  I’m  ruin’d.  From  this  very  Moment, 

Has  my  good  Genius  left  me ;  Hope  forfakes  me. 

The 
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The  Name  of  Sylla’s  baneful  to  my  Fortune. 

Be  warn’d  by  me,  ye  great  Ones,  how  y’embroil 
Your  Country’s  Peace,  and  dip  your  Hands  in  Slaughter. 
Ambition  is  a  Luft  that’s  never  quenchd, 

Grows  more  inflam’d  and  madder  by  Enjoyment. 

Bear  me  away,  and  lay  me  on  my  Bed, 

A  hopelefs  Veffel  bound  for  the  dark  Land 
Of  loathfome  Death,  and  loaded  deep  with  Sorrows. 

i  \He  is  led  off. 

sulpitius. 

A  Curfe  on  all  Repentance  !  how  I  hate  it  ! 

I’d  rather  hear  a  Dog  howl  than  a  Man  whine. 

" GRANIUS . 

You’re  wounded,  Sir:  I  hope  it  is  not  much. 

5  ULPIT1US. 

No ;  ’tis  not  fo  deep  as  a  Well,  nor  fo  wide  as  a 
Church-door;  but  ’tis  deep  enough  ;  ’twill  ferve  ;  I  am 
pepper’d  I  warrant,  I  warrant  for  this  World.  A  Pox 
on  all  Madmen  hereafter.  If  I  get  a  Monument,  let  this 
be  my  Epitaph. 

Sulpitius  lies  here,  that  troublefome  Slave, 

Phat  fent  many  honejter  Men  to  the  Grave ; 

And  dy' d  like  a  Fool,  when  h’had  liv’d  like  a  Knave. 

[Exeunt  Omnes. 
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Spoken  by  Mrs.  Barry ,  who  a&ed  Lemma. 


AMifchief  on't !  though  Pm  again  alive. 

May  I  believe  this  Play  of  ours  Jhall  thrive  ? 
Phis  Drumming,  Trumpeting,  and  fighting  Play  : 

Why,  what  a  Devil  will  the  People  fay  ? 

The  Nation  thaPs  without,  and  hears  the  Din, 

Will  fivoear  we  are  raifing  Volunteers  again. 

For  know,  our  Poet,  when  this  Play  was  made. 

Had  nought  but  Drums  and  Trumpets  in  his  Head. 
H'had  banififd  Poetry  and  all  her  Charms , 

And  needs  the  Fool  would  be  a  Man  at  Arms. 

No  ' Prentice  e'er  grown  weary  of  Indentures 
Had  fuch  a  longing  Mind  to  feek  Adventures. 

Nay,  fure  at  lafi  th '  Infection  general  grew  ; 

For  Pother  Day  I  was  a  Captain  too  : 

Neither  for  Flanders  nor  for  France  to  roam , 

But,  jufi  as  you  were  all,  to  fay  at  home. 

And  now  for  you  who  here  come  wrapt  in  Cloaks, 

Only  for  Love  of  Underhill  and  Nurfe  Noak.es ; 

Our  Poet  fays  one  Day  to  a  Play  ye  come. 

Which  ferves  ye  half  a  Year  for  Wit  at  home. 

But  which  amongfl  you  is  there  to  be  found. 

Will  take  his  third  Day's  Pawn  for  fifty  Pound? 

Or,  now  he  is  cajhier'd,  will  fairly  venture 
To  give  him  ready  Money  for' s  Debenture  ? 

Therefore  when  he  receiv'd  that  fatal  Doom, 

This  Play  came  forth,  in  Hopes  his  Friends  would  come 
To  help  a  poor  dijbanded  Soldier  home. 
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Vol.  III. 


To  Her  GRACE  the 


Dutchefs  of  P o rt smout h. 


M  ADA  M, 

ERE  it  pofllble  for  me  to  let  the 
World  know  how  entirely  Your 
Grace’s  Goodnefs  has  devoted  a 
poor  Man  to  Your  Service;  were 
there  Words  enough  in  Speech  to 
exprefs  the  mighty  Senfe  I  have  of  Your 
great  Bounty  towards  me;  furely  I  Ihould 
write  and  talk  of  it  for  ever:  But  Your 
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Grace  has  given  me  fo  large  a  Theme,  and 
laid  fo  vaft  a  Foundation,  that  Imagination 
wants  Stock  to  build  upon  it.  I  am  as 
one  dumb  when  I  would  fpeak  of  it;  and 
wlmn  1  ftrive  to  write,  I  want  a  Scale  of 
Thought  fufficient  to  comprehend  the 
Height  of  it.  Forgive  me  then,  Madam* 
if  (as  a  poor  Peafant  once  made  a  Prefent 
of  an  Apple  to  an  Emperor)  I  bring  this 
fmall  Tribute,  the  humble  Growth  of  my 
little  Garden,  and  lay  it  at  Your  Feet.  Be¬ 
lieve  it  is  paid  You  with  the  utmoE  Gra¬ 
titude  :  Believe,  that  fo  long  as  I  have 
Thought  to  remember  how  verv  much  I 
owe  Your  generous  Nature,  I  will  ever 
have  a  Heart  that  fhall  be  grateful  for  it 
toot  Your  Grace,  next  Heaven,  deferves 
it  amply  from  me;  That  gave  me  Life,  but 
on  a  hard  Condition,  ’till  Your  extended 
Favour  taught  me  to  prize  the  Gift,  and 
took  the  heavy  Burden  it  was  clogg’d  with 
from  me;  I  mean,  hard  Fortune.  When 
I  had  Enemies,  that  with  malicious  Power 
kept  back,  and  Ended  me  from  thofe  Royal 
Beams,  whole  Warmth  is  all  I  have,  or 

hope 
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hope  to  live  by  •,  Your  noble  Pity  and 
Companion  found  me,  where  I  was  far  caffc 
backward  from  my  BlefTing;  down  in  the 
Rear  of  Fortune  ;  call’d  me  up,  placed  me 
in  the  Shine,  and  I  have  felt  its  Comfort. 
You  have  in  th2t  reftor’d  me  to  my  Native 
Right;  for  a  Heady  Faith,  and  Loyalty  to 
my  Prince,  was  all  the  Inheritance  my  Fa¬ 
ther  left  me :  And  however  hardly  my  ill 
Fortune  deal  with  me,  it  is  what  I  prize  fo 
well,  that  I  never  pawn’d  it  yet,  and  hope 
I  never  fhall  part  with  it.  Nature  and  For¬ 
tune  were  certainly  in  League  when  You 
were  born^  And  as  the  fiift  took  care  to 
give  You  Beauty  enough  to  enflave  the 
Hearts  of  all  the  World,  fo  the  other  re- 
folv’d  to  do  its  Merit  Juftice,  that  none 
but  a  Monarch,  fit  to  rule  that  World, 
fhould  e’er  pofifefs  it ;  and  in  it  he  had 
an  Empire.  The  young  Prince  You  have 
given  him,  by  his  blooming  Virtues,  early 
declares  the  mighty  Stock  he  came  from ; 
and  as  You  have  taken  all  the  pious  Care 
of  a  dear  Mother  and  a  prudent  Guardi- 
an,  to  give  him  a  noble  and  generous 
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Education  ;  may  it  fucceed  according  fo 
His  Merits  and  Your  Wifhes  :  May  he 
grow  up  to  be  a  Bulwark  to  his  illuftiious 
Father,  and  a  Patron  to  his  Loyal  Sub* 
jeclts  ;  with  Wifdom  and  Learning  to  affifl: 
iiim,  whenever  call’d  to  his  Councils  ;  to 
defend  his  Right  againft  the  Encroach¬ 
ments  of  Republicans  in  his  Senates  ;  to 
cherifh  fuch  Men  as  fhall  be  able  to  vin¬ 
dicate  the  Royal  Caufe  •,  that  good  and 
fit  Servants  to  the  Crown,  may  never  be 
loft  for  want  of  a  Prote&or.  May  he 
have  Courage  and  Condudh,  fit  to  Fight 
iiis  Battles  abroad,  and  terrify  his  Rebels 
at  home  ;  and  that  all  thefe  may  be 
yet  more  ;  fure,  during  the  Spring-time  of 
his  Years,  when  thofe  growing  Virtues, 
ought  with  Care  to  be  cherifh’d  in  order 
to  their  ripening  *,  may  he  never  meet 
with  vicious  Natures,  or  the  Tongues 
of  Faithlefs,  Sordid,  Infipid  Flatterers,  to 
biaft  them  :  To  conclude  ;  may  he  be  as 
ore-it  as  the  Hand  of  Fortune  (with  his 
Honour)  (hall  be  able  to  make  him  :  And 
may  Your  Grace,  who  are  fo  good 


a 
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a  Miftrefs,  and  fo  noble  a  Patronefs, 
never  meet  with  a  lefs  grateful  Servant* 
than* 


MADAM., 


Tour  Grace's  entirely 


devoted  Creature , 


T h o.  Otway. 
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If  N  theje  difir aficd  Times,  when  each.  Man  dread r 
Jl_  The  bloody  Stratagems  of  buj'y  Heads  ; 

}f  hen  '-we  have  fear’d  three  Tears  w(  know  not  Vihat, 
’7 ill  Wiinejfes  begin  to  die  o’th’  Rot, 

What  made  cur  Poet  meddle  with  a  Plot  P 

Was't  that  he  fancy’ d  for  the  very  Sale 

And  Name  of  Plot,  his  irifiing  Play  might  take  ? 

For  there's  not  in’t  one  Inch-board  Evidence, 

Put  ’ tis ,  he  fays,  to  Reafon  plain  and  Senfe, 
fnd  that  he  thinks  a  plaufible  Defence. 

Ik  ire  Truth  by  Senfe  and  Reafon  to  be  try’ d  y 
Sure  all  ostr  Swearers  might  be  laid  afide. 

No,  of  fuch  Tools  cur  Author  has  no  need, 

To  make  his  Plot,  or  make  his  Play  fucceedi 
lie,  of  black  Bills  has  no  prodigious  Tales, 

Or  Spapifh  Pilgrims  cafi  afnore  in.  Wales  ; 

Here's  not  one  murder’d  Magifirate  at  leaf  : 

Kept  rank  like  Yen  Jon  for  a  City  Fcafi  : 

Grown  four  Days  fiijf,  the  better  to  prepare 
And  ft  his  pliant  Limbs  to  ride  in  Chair  : 

Yet  here’ ' s  an  Army  rais'd  though  under  Ground, 

Bug  no  Man  fen,  nor  one  Comrnifficn  found : 

Here  is  a  Traitor  too,  that’ s  very  old. 

Turbulent ,  Subtle,  Mifchievous  and  Bold, 

Bloody,  Ren.  engeful,  and  to  crown  his  Part, 

Loves  fumbling  < with  a  Wench  with  ail  his  Heart  “, 

’ Til l  after  having  Kiyny  Changes  pafi. 

In  fpight  efi  Age,  (flanks  t'Hcav’ti)  is  bang’d  ad  laft. 


I 


Next 


P  R  Q  L  O  G  U  E. 

Next  is  a  Senator  that  keeps  a  Whore ; 

In  Venice  none  a  higher  Office  bore  ; 

To  Le-wdnefs  every  Night  the  Letcher  ran  : 

Sho-uu  me  all  London  fuch  another  Man, 

Match  him  at  Mother  Crefwold’j  if  you  can, 
Poland,  Poland  !  had  it  been  thy  Lot , 

Thave  heard  in  time  of  this  V enetiah  Plot ; 

Thou  furtly  chofen  hadfi  one  King  from  thence,. 
And  honour'd  them  as  thou  haf  England  fince. 
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Dramatic 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 

v  - 

MEN. 

Duke  of  Venice.  Mr.  D.  Williams. 

Priidi,  Father  to  Befoidera,  a  Senator,  Mr.  Bowman, 
dhntonio,  a  fine  Speaker  in  the  Senate,  Mr.  Leigh. 


Bedamar ,  the  Spanijb  Ambaflador," 

Mr.  Gillcw. 

Jafeir, 

Mr.  Betterton. 

Pierre, 

Mr.  Smith. 

Renault, 

Mr.  Wiltjhire. 

Spinofa^ 

^  Mr.  Per  rival. 

\ Theodore , 

o 

Eliot, 

yf- 

Rc-uillido , 

M 

r-T 

Q 

Durand, 

•I 

Ui 

Mazzava, 

Bramveil, 

7 ernon , 

Brahe, 

W  O  M  E  N. 

B el-vidcr a,  Mrs.  Barry. 

jftjuilina  Mrs.  Career. 

Two  Women,  Attendants  on  Belvidera, 

Two  Women,  Servants  to  Jquilina. 

-The  Council  of  Ten. 

Ofiicer,  Guard,  Friar,  Executioner  and  Rabble. 
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ACT  I.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  Priuli  and  .Jaffeir. 
PR1ULI. 

O  more !  I’ll  hear  no  more ;  be  gone  and 
J  A  F  F  E  I R .  [leave  me. 

Not  hear  me  t  by  my  Sufferings  but  you 


[fhall ! 

My  Lord,  ir.y  Lord,  I’m  not  that  abject 

[Wretch 

You  think  me  :  Patience  !  where’s  theDiftance  throws 

Me  back  fo  far,  but  I  may  boldly  fpeak 

In  right,  though  proud  Oppreffion  will  not  hear  met 

PRIUL  T. 

Have  you  not  wrong’d  me  ? 

JAFFEIR. 

Could  my  Nature  e’er 

Have  brook’d  Irjuhice,  or  the  doing  Wrongs, 

I  need  not  now  thus  low  have  bent  myfel'f. 

To  gain  a  Hearing  from  a  cruel  Father  L 
Wrong’d  you? 

3L  §> 
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PR  IV L  /. 

Yes !  wro-ng’d  me,  in  the  niceft  Point  ; 
The  Honour  of  my  Houfe  ;  you’ve  done  me  Wrong  y 
You  may  remember,  (for  I  now  will  fpeakr 
And  urge  its  Bafenefs :)  When  you  firft  came  home 
From  Travel,  with  fuch  Hopes,  as  made  you  look’d  on 
By  all  Mens  Eyes,  a  Youth  of  Expe&ation  ; 

Fleas’d  with  your  growing  Virtue,  I  receiv’d  you  ; 
Courted,  and  fought  to'  raife  you  to  your  Merits : 

My  Houle,  my  Table,  nay,  my  Fortune  too, 

My  very  Self,  was  your’s ;  you  might  have  us’d  me 
To  your  bell  Service  ;  like  an  open  Friend, 

I  treated,  trufted  you,  and  thought  you  mine  ; 

When  in  Requital  of  my  befr  Endeavours, 

You  treacheroully  practis'd  to  undo  me. 

Seduc’d  the  Weaknefs  of  my  Age’s  Darling, 

My  only  Child,  and  Bole  her  from  my  Bofom 
Oil  Eire 'ukra  ! 

JAFFEIR. 

’Tis  to  me  you  owe  her, 

Childlefs  you  had  been  elfe,  and  in  the  Gravr 
Your  Name  extinft,  no  more  Friuli  heard  of. 

You  may  remember,  fcarce  five  Years  are  paft. 

Since  in  your  Brigantine  you  fail’d  to  fee 
The  Adriatic!:  wedded  by  our  Duke, 

And  I  was  with  you  :  Your  unfeilful  Pilot 
Dafh’d  us  upon  a  Reck  ;  when  ;o  your  Boat 
You  made  for  Safety  ;  enter’d  firft  yourfelf  : 

Th’  affrighted  Belviciera  following  next, 

As  five  flood  trembling  on  the  Veflel’s  Side, 

Was  by  a  Wave  wafr.’d  off  into  the  Deep  ; 

When  inftantly  I  plung’d  into  the  Sear 
And  buffeting  the  Billows  to  her  Refcue, 

Redeem’d  her  Life  with  half  the  Lofs  of  mine. 

Like  a  rich  Conqueft  in  one  Hand  I  bore  her. 

And  with  the  other  dafh’d  the  iaucy  Waves, 

That  throng’d  and  prefs’d  to  rob  me  of  my  Prize: 

1  broughj 
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I  brought  her,  gave  her  to  your  defpairing  Arms: 
Indeed  you  thank’d  me;  but  a  nobler  Gratitude 
Rofe  in  her  Soul :  For  from  that  Hour  fhe  lov’d  me, 
’Till  for  her  Life  Ike  paid  me  with  herfelf. 

FRIULI. 

You  Hole  her  from  me ;  like  a  Thief  you  Hole  her 
At  dead  of  Night;  that  curfed  Hour  you  choie 
To  rifle  me  of  all  my  Heart  held  dear. 

May  all  your  Joys  in  her  prove  falfe  like  mine; 

A  llerile  Fortune,  and  a  barren  Bed, 

Attend  you  both ;  continual  Difcord  make 
Your  Days  and  Nights  bitter  and  grievous :  Still 
May  the  hard  Hand  of  a  vexatious  Need 
Opprefs,  and  grind  you  ;  ’till  at  1  aft  you  find 
The  Curfe  of  Difobedience  all  your  Portion. 

JAF  FE  IR. 

Half  of  your  Curfe,  you  have  beftow’d  in  vain  : 
Heav’n  has  already  crown’d  our  faithful  Loves 
With  a  young  Boy,  fweet  as  his  Mother’s  Beauty  : 

May  he  live  to  prove  more  gentle  than  his  Grandfire, 

And  happier  than  his  Father  ! 

PRIULT. 

Rather  live 

To  bate  thee  for  his  Bread,  and  din  your  Ears 
With  hungry  Cries :  Whilfl  his  unhappy  Mother 
Sits  down  and  weeps  in  Bitternefs  of  Want. 

JJFFEIR. 

You  talk  as  if  ’twould  pleafe  you.. 

FRIULI, 

’Twould,  by  Heav’h. 

Once  fhe  was  dear  indeed  ;  the  Drops  that  fell 
From  my  fad  Pleart,  when  fhe  forgot  her  Dutyr 
The  Fountain  of  my  Life  was  not  fo  precious ; 

But  fhe  is  gone,  and  if  I  am  a  Man 
1  will  forget  her. 

JAFFEIR. 

Would  I  were  in  n»y  Grave. 
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FRIULI. 

And  {he  too  with  thee  ; 

For  living  here,  you’re  but  my  curs’d  Remembrancers 
I  once  was  happy. 

JAFFEIR. 

You  ufe  me  thus,  becaufe  you  know  my  Soul 
Is  fond  of  Belvidera  :  You  perceive 
My  Life  feeds  on  her,  therefore  thus  you  treat  me  1 
Oh !  could  my  Soul  have  ever  known  Satiety ; 

Were  I  that  Thief,  the  Doer  of  fuch  Wrongs 
As  you  upbraid  me  with,  what  hinders  me 
But  I  might  fend  her  back  to  you  with  Contumely, 
And  court  my  Fortune  where  ihe  would  be  kinder ! 

PRIULI. 

You  dare  not  doT - 

JAFFEIR. 

Indeed,  my  Lord,  I  dare  not- 
My  Heart  that  awes  me,  is  too  much  my  Mailer  : 
Three  Years  are  pail  fince  firfl  our  Vows  were  plighted,. 
During  which  Time  the  World  muft  bear  me  Witnc-fs,, 
I’ve  treated  Belvidera  like  your  Daughter, 

The  Daughter  of  a  Senator  of  Venice ; 

Dillindlion,  Place,  Attendance  and  Obfervance, 

Due  to  her  Birth,  fine  always  has  commanded; 

Out  of  my  little  Fortune  I’ve  done  tills  ; 

Becaufe  (tho’  hopelefs  e’er  to  win  your  Nature) 

The  World  might  fee,  I  lov’d  her  for  herfelf. 

Not  as  the  Heirefs  of  the  great  Friuli, — - 


PRIULI . 


No  more ! 

J  A  F  F  E  IR. 

Yes  !  all,  and  then  adieu  for  ever. 
There’s  not  a  Wretch  that  lives  on  common  Charity 
But’s  happier  than  me  :  For  I  have  known 
The  lufeious  Sweets  of  Plenty  ;  every  Night 
Have  ilept  with  foft  Content  about  my  Head, 

And  never  wak’d  but  to  a  joyful  Morning; 


Yet 


231 


A  Plot  Discove  r’d. 

Yet  now  muft  fall  like  a  full  Ear  of  Corn, 

Whofe  BlofTom  ’fcap’d,  yet’s  wither’d  in  the  ripening. 
PR  IU  LI. 

Home  and  be  humble,  ftudy  to  retrench  ; 

Difcharge  the  lazy  Vermin  of  thy  Hall, 

Thofe  Pageants  of  thy  Folly, 

Reduce  the  glittering  Trappings  of  thy  Wife 
To  humble  Weeds,  fit  for  thy  little  State ; 

Then  to  fome  Suburb  Cottage  both  retire  ; 

Drudge,  to  feed  loathfome  Life  ;  get  Brats,  and  flarve — 
Home,  home,  I  fay —  [Exit, 

JAFFEIR. 

Yes,  if  my  Heart  would  let  me — 
This  proud,  this  fwelling  Heart :  Home  I  would  go. 

But  that  my  Doors  are  hateful  to  mine  Eyes, 

Fill’d  and  damm’d  up  with  gaping  Creditors 
V/atchful  as  Fowlers  when  their  Game  will  fpring  j 
Fve  now  not  fifty  Ducats  in  the  World, 

Yet  flill  I  am  in  Love,  and  pleas’d  with  Ruin. 

Oh  Belvidera  !  Oh  !  fhe  is  my  Wife - 

And  we  will  bear  our  wayward  Fate  together. 

But  ne’er  know  Comfort  more. 

Enter  Pierre.. 

PIERRE. 

My  Friend,  Good-morrow  E 
How  fares  the  honeft  Partner  of  my  Heart  ? 

What,  melancholy  !  not  a  Word  to  fpare  me  ? 

JAFFEIR. 

I’m  thinking,  Pierre,  how  that  damn’d  ftarving  Quality, 
Call’d  Honefly,  got  footing  in  the  World. 

PIERRE. 

Why,  pow’rful  Villainy  firfl  fet  it  up, 

For  its  own  Eafe  and  Safety  :  Honeft  Men 
Are  the  foft  eafy  Cufhions  on  which  Knaves 
Repofe  and  fatten  :  Were  all  Mankind  Villains, 

They’d  ftarve  each  other ;  Lawyers  would  want  Praflice, 

Cut-- 
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Cut-throats  Rewards  :  Each  Man  would  kill  his  Brother 
Himfelf,  none  would  be  paid  or  hang’d  for  Murder : 
Honefty  :  ’twas  a  Cheat  invented  firll 
To  bind  the  Hands  of  bold  deferving  Rogues, 

That  Fools  and  Cowards  might  fit  fafe  in  Power, 

And  Lord  it  uncontroll’d  above  their  Betters. 

J  AF  F  E  IR. 

Then  Honefty  is  but  a  Notion  ? 

PIE  RRR. 

Nothing-  elfe  : 

Like  Wit,  much  talk’d  of,  but  not  to  be  defin’d  : 

He  that  pretends  to  molt  too,  has  leaft  Share  in’t; 

*Tis  a  ragged  Virtue  :  Honefty  !  no  more  on’t. 

JAFFEIR . 

Sure  thou  art  honeft  ? 


PIERRE. 

So  indeed  Men  think  me, 

But  they’re  miftaken,  Jaffeir :  I’m  a  Rogue 
As  well  as  they  ; 

A  fine  gay  bold-fac’d  Villain,  as  thou  feeft  me  ; 

'Tis  true,  I  pay  my  Debts  when  they’re  contracted 
I  fteal  from  no  Man  ;  would  not  cut  a  Throat 
To  gain  Admiflion  to  a  great  Man’s  Purfe, 

©r  a  Whore’s  Bed  ;  I’d  not  betray  my  Friend 
To  get  his  Place  or  Fortune  :  I  fcorn  to  flatter 
A  blown-up  Fool  above  me,  or  crufn  the  Wretch  beneatly 
me  : 

Yet,  Jaffeir,  for  all  this  I  am  a  Villain. 

JAFFEIR. 

A  Villain  ! 


PIERRE. 

Yes,  a  moll  notorious  Villain  : 

To  fee  the  Sufferings  of  my  Fellow-Creatures,. 

And  own  myfdf  a  Man  :  To  fee  our  Senators 
Cheat  the  deluded  People  with  a  Shew 
Cf  Liberty,  which  yet  they  ne’er  mull  talle  of ; 

They  fay,  by  them  our  Hands  are  free  from  Fettersr 
Yet  V/hom  they  pleak  they  lay  in  baieft  Bonds 

Brinj^ 
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Bring  whom  they  pleafe  to  Infamy  and  Sorrow ; 

Drive  us  like  Wrecks  down  the  rough  Tide  of  Power* 
Whilfl  no  Hold’s  left  to  fave  us  from  Deftru&ion  ; 

All  that  bear  this  are  Villains,  and  I  one. 

Not  to  rouze  up  at  the  great  Call  of  Nature, 

And  check  the  Growth  of  thefe  domeftick  Spoilers, 

That  make  us  Slaves,  and  tell  us  ’tis  our  Charter. 

JAFFEIR. 

Oh  Aquilina  !  Friend,  to  lofe  fuch  Beauty, 

The  deareft  Purchafe  of  thy  noble  Labours  ; 

She  was  thy  Right  by  Conqueft,  as  by  Love. 

PIERRE. 

Oh  Jajfeir  !  I’d  fo  fix’d  my  Heart  upon  her* 

That  wherefo’er  I  fram’d  a  Scheme  of  Life 
For  Time  to  come  ftie  was  my  only  Joy, 

With  which  I  wifh’d  to  fweeten  future  Cares  % 

I  fancy’d  Pleafures,  none  but  one  that  loves 
And  doats  as  I  did,  can  Imagine  like  ’em  : 

When  in  the  Extremity  of  all  thefe  Hopes, 

In  the  moll  charming  Hour  of  Expeftation, 

Then  when  our  eager  Wilhes  foar  the  higheft,, 

Ready  to  poop  and  grafp  the  lovely  Game, 

A  haggard  Owl,  a  worthlefs  Kite  of  Prey, 

With  his  foul  Wings  fail’d  in,  and  fpoil’d  my  Quarry. 
JAFFEIR. 

I  know  the  Wretch,  and  fcorn  him  as  thou  hat’fl:  him,. 
PIERRE. 

Curfe  on  the  common  Good  that’s  fo  prote&ed. 

Where  every  Slave  that  heaps  up  Wealth  enough 
To  do  much  Wrong,  becomes  a  Lord  of  Right: 

I,  who  believ’d  r.o  Ill  could  e’er  come  near  me. 

Found  in  th’  Embraces  of  my  Aqui-Iina 
A  wretched  old,  but  itching  Senator; 

A  wealthy  Fool,  that  had  bought  out  my  Title  : 

A  Rogue,  that  ufes  Beauty  like  a  Lamb-ikin, 

Barely  to  keep  him  warm  ;  that  filthy  Cuckoo 
\Vas  in  my  Abfence  crept  into  my  Nell, 

And; 
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And  fpoiling  all  my  Brood  of  noble  Pleafure. 

JAFFEIR. 

DidP  thou  not  chafe  him  thence  ? 

PIERRE. 

I  did,  and  drove 

The  rank  old  bearded  Hired  Pinking  home  : 

The  Matter  was  complain’d  of  in  the  Senate, 

I  fummon’d  to  appear,  and  cenfur’d  bafely. 

For  violating  fomething  they  call  Privilege - 

This  was  the  Recompence  of  my  Service. 

Would  I’d  been  rather  beaten  by  a  Coward: 

A  Soldier’s  MiPrefs,  Jaffeir,  is  his  Religion, 

When  that’s  profan’d,  all  other  Ties  are  broken  : 

That  even  diPolves  all  former  Bonds  of  Service, 

And  from  that  Hour  I  think  myfelf  as  free 
To  be  the  Foe  as  e’er  the  Friend  of  Venice  -  ■  - 
Nay,  dear  Revenge,  whene’er  thou  call’P,  I’m  ready. 
JAFFEIR. 

I  think  no  Safety  can  be  here  for  Virtue, 

And  grieve,  my  Friend,  as  much  as  thou,  to  live 
In  fuch  a  wretched  State  as  this  of  Venice , 

Where  all  agree  to  fpoil  the  Publick  Good, 

And  Villains  fatten  with  the  brave  Man’s  Labours. 

PIERRE. 

We’ve  neither  Safety,  Unity  nor  Peace, 

For  the  Foundation’s  loP  of  common  Good  ; 

JuPice  is  lame  as  well  as  blind  amongp  us; 

The  Laws  (corrupted  to  their  Ends  that  make  ’em) 
Serve  but  for  InPruments  of  fome  new  Tyranny, 

That  every  Day  Parts  up  t’enPave  us  deeper  : 

Now  could  this  glorious  Caufe  but  find  out  Friends 
To  do  it  Right !  oh  Jaffeir :  then  might’P  thou 
Not  wear  thefe  Seals  of  Woe  upon  thy  Face: 

The  proud  Priuli  fliould  be  taught  Humanity, 

And  learn  to  value  fuch  a  Son  as  thou  art. 

1  dare  not  fpeak  1  butmy  Heart  bleeds  this  Moment. 

JAF 
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JAFFEIR. 

Curfl  be  the  Caufe,  tho’  I  thy  Friend  be  Part  on’t. 
Let  me  partake  the  Troubles  of  thy  Bcfom, 

For  I  am  us’d  to  Mifery,  and  perhaps 
May  find  a  Way  to  fweeten’t  to  thy  Spirit, 

PIERRE. 

Too  foon  ’twill  reach  thy  Knowledge - 

JAFFEIR. 

Then  from  thee 

Let  it  proceed.  There’s  Virtue  in  thy  Friendfhip 
Would  make  the  faddefl  Tale  of  Sorrow  pleafing, 
Strengthen  my  Conflancy,  and  welcome  Ruin. 

PIERRE. 

Then  thou  art  ruin’d  ! 

JAFFEIR. 

That  I  long  fince  knew; 

J  and  Ill-fortune  have  been  long  acquainted. 

PIERRE. 

I  pafs’d  this  very  Moment  by  thy  Doors, 

And  found  them  guarded  by  a  Troop  of  Villains^ 
The  Sons  of  publick  Rapine  were  deflroying  : 

They  told  me,  by  the  Sentence  of  the  Law, 

They  had  Commiflion  to  feize  all  thy  Fortune  t 
Nay  more,  PriulR s  cruel  Hand  hath  fign’d  it. 

Here  flood  a  Ruffian  with  a  horrid  Face 
Lording  it  o’er  a  Pile  of  mafly  Plate, 

Tumbled  into  a  Heap  for  publick  Sale  : 

There  was  another  making  villainous  Jells 
At  thy  Undoing;  he  had  ta’en  Poffeffion 
Of  all  thy  ancient  mofl  domeftick  Ornaments, 

Rich  Hangings,  intermix’d  and  wrought  with  Gold; 
The  very  Bed,  which  on  thy  Wedding-night 
Receiv’d  thee  to  the  Arms  of  Bel-videra  ; 

The  Scene  of  all  thy  Joys,  was  violated 
By  the  coarfe  Hands  of  filthy  Dungeon  Villains, 

And  thrown  amcngfl  the  common  Lumber. 


JAF - 
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JJFFE1R. 

Now  thank  Heav’n - 

PIERRE. 

Thank  Heav’n  !  for  what  ? 

JAFFE1R. 

That  I’m  not  worth  a  Ducat. 
PIERRE. 

Curfe  thy  dull  Stars,  and  the  worfe  Fate  of  Venice, 
Where  Brothers,  Friends,  and  Fathers,  all  are  falfe  ; 
Where  there’s  no  Trud,  no  Truth  ;  where  Innocence 
Stoops  under  vile  Oppreffion  ;  and  Vice  lords  it ; 

Hadd  thou  but  feen,  as  I  did,  how  at  lad 
Thy  beauteous  Belvidera,  like  a  Wretch 
That’s  doom’d  to  Banifiiment,  c:m;  weeping  forth. 
Shining  through  Tears,  like  April- Suns  in'  Showers 
That  labour  to  o’ercome  the  Cloud  that  loads  ’em  ; 
Whilft  two  young  Virgins,  on  whofe  Arms  fhe  lean’d. 
Kindly  look’d  up,  and  at  her  Grief  grew  fad. 

As  if  they  catch’d  the  Sorrows  that  fell  from  her : 

E’en  the  lewd  Rabble  that  were  gather’d  round 
To  fee,tke  Sight,  hood  mute  when  they  beheld  her  ; 
Govern’d  their  roaring  Throats,  and  grumbled  Pity: 

I  cou’d  havehugg’d  the  greafy  Rogues :  They  pleas’d  me, 

JAFFEIR. 

I  thank  thee  for  this  Story  from  my  Soul, 

Since  now  I  know  the  word  that  can  befal  me : 

Ah  Pierre  !  I  have  a  Heart,  that  could  have  borne 
The  roughed  Wrong  my  Fortune  could  have  dGne  me  : 
But  when  I  think  what  Eelvidera  feels. 

The  Bitternefs  her  tender  Spirit  tades  of, 

I  own  myfelf  a  Coward  :  Bear  my  Weaknefs, 

If  throwing  thus  my  Arms  about  thy  Neck, 

I  play  the  Boy,  and  blubber  in  thy  Bofom. 

Oh !  I  fnall  drown  thee  with  my  Sorrows  1 
PIERRE. 

Burn! 

Fird  burn,  and  level  Venice  to  thy  Ruin. 

What, 
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What,  ftarve  like  Beggars  Brats  in  frofty  Weather, 

Under  a  Hedge,  and  whine  ourfelves  to  Death  1 
Thou,  or  thy  Caufe  fliall  never  want  A fli fiance, 

Whilft  I  have  Blood  or  Fortune  fit  to  ferve  thee; 
Command  my  Heart;  thou’rt  every  Way  its  Mailer. 

J  A  P  F  E  l  R. 

No,  there’s  a  fecret  Pride  in  bravely  dying-. 
PIERRE. 

Rats  die  in  Holes  and  Corners,  Dogs  run  mad  ; 

Man  knows  a  braver  Remedy  for  Sorrow. 

Revenge  !  the  Attribute  of  Gods  ;  they  ilampt  it 
With  their  great  Image  on  our  Natures ;  Die  ! 

Confider  well  the  Caufe  that  calls  upon  thee : 

And  if  thou’rt  b'afe  enough,  die  then:  Remember 
Thy  Belvidera  fuffers :  Belvidera  ! 

Die — Damn  firft— what,  be  decently  interr’d 
In  a  Church-yard,  and  mingle  thy  brave  Dull  * 

With  {linking  Rogues  that  rot  in  Winding-fheets, 

Surfeit  flain  Fools,  the  common  Dung  o’th’  Soil. 

.  JJFFEIR. 

Oh! 

PIERRE. 

Well  faid,  out  with  it,  fwear  a  little — — 
JJFFE1R. 

Swear!  By  Sea  and  Air!  by  Earth,  byHeav’n  and  Hell,' 
I  will  revenge  my  BsPoidera' s  Tears ! 

Hark  thee,  myFriend — - — Priuli - is — -—a  Senator] 

PIERRE. 

A  Dog ! 

JJFFEIR. 

Agreed. 

PIERRE. 

Shoot  him. 

yjF  F  EIR. 

With  all  my  Heart. 

No  more  :  Where  faall  we  meet  at  Night  i 

PI - 
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PIERRE. 

I’ll  tell  thee ; 

On  the  Rialto  every  Night  at  Twelve 
I  take  my  Evening’s  Walk  of  Meditation  ; 

There  we  two’ll  meet,  and  talk  of  precious  Mifchief— 

J  AFF  E  I R. 

Farewel. 

PIERRE. 

At  Twelve. 

JAFFEIR. 

At  any  Hour;  my  Plagues 

Will  keep  me  waking. Tell  me  why,  goodHeav’n,  [Ex.  PI. 
Thou  mad’ll  me  what  I  am,  with  all  the  Spirit, 
Afpiring  Thoughts,  and  elegant  Defires 
That  fill  the  happieft  Man  l  Ah !  rather  why 
Didlt  thou  not  form  me  fordid  as  my  Fate, 

Bafe-minded,  dull,  and  fit  to  carry  Burdens? 

Why  have  I  Senfe  to  know  the  Curfe  that’s  on  me  ? 

Is  this  juii  Dealing,  Nature? - -Belvidera  : 

Enter  Belvidera. 

Poor  Belvidera  ! 

BELVIDERA. 

Lead  me,  lead  me,  my  Virgins, 

To  that  kind  Voice.  My  Lord,  my  Love,  my  Refuge*! 
Happy  my  Eyes,  when  they  behold  thy  Face: 

My  heavy  Heart  will  leave  its  doleful  beating 
At  Sight  of  thee,  and  bound  with  fnrightful  Joys. 

Oh  fmile,  as  when  our  Loves  were  in  their  Spring, 

And  chear  my  fainting  Soul. 

JAFFEIR. 

As  when  our  Loves 

Were  in  their  Spring  ?  has  then  my  Fortune  chang’d  ? 

Art  thou  not  Belvidera,  ftill  the  fame, 

Kind,  gotd,  and  tender,  as  my  Arms  firffc  found  thee  ? 

If  thou  art  alter’d,  where  (hall  I  have  Harbour  ? 

Where  eafe  my  loaded  Heart  ?  Oh  !  where  complain  ? 

BEL- 
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BELVIDERA. 

Does  this  appear  like  Change,  or  Love  decaying. 
When  thus  I  throw  myfelf  into  thy  Bofom, 

With  all  the  Refolution  of  ftrong  Truth  ? 

Beats  not  my  Heart  as  ’twould  alarum  thine 
To  a  new  Charge  of  Blifs  ?  I  joy  more  in  thee. 

Than  did  thy  Mother  when  Ihe  hugg’d  thee  firfl. 

And  blefs’d  the  Gods  for  all  her  Travel  paft. 

JAFFE1R. 

Can  there  in  Woman  be  fuch  glorious  Faith  ? 

Sure  ail  ill  Stories  of  thy  Sex  are  falfe ; 

Oh  Woman  !  lovely  Woman  !  Nature  made  thee 
To  temper  Man  :  We  had  been  Brutes  without  you, 
Angels  are  painted  fair,  to  look  like  you  : 

There’s  in  you  all  that  we  believe  of  Heav’n, 

Amazing  Brightnefs,  Purity  and  Truth, 

Eternal  Joy,  and  everlafting  Love. 

BELV1DERA. 

If  Love  be  Treafure,  we’ll  be  wond’rous  rich  ; 

I  have  fo  much,  my  Heart  will  furely  break  with’t ; 
Vows  can’t  exprefs  it.  When  I  would  declare 
How  great’s  my  Joy,  I’m  dumb  with  the  big  Thought ; 

I  fwell  and  figh,  and  labour  with  my  longing. 

O  lead  me  to  fome  Defert  wide  and  wild. 

Barren  as  our  Misfortunes,  where  my  Soul 
May  have  its  Vent ;  where  I  may  tell  aloud 
To  the  high  Heavens  and  ev’ry  lift’ning  Planet, 

With  what  a  boundlefs  Stock  my  Bofom's  fraught ; 
Where  I  may  throw  my  eager  Arms  about  thee, 

Give  loofe  to  Love  with  Kiffes,  kindling  Joy, 

And  let  off  all  the  Fire  that’s  in  my  Heart. 

JAFFEIR. 

Oh  Belvidera  !  doubly  I’m  a  Beggar, 

Undone  by  Fortune,  and  in  Debt  to  thee; 

Want!  worldly  Want!  that  hungry  meagre  Fiend 
Is  at  my  Heels,  and  chafes  me  in  view. 

Canft  thou  bear  Cold  and  Hunger  ?  Can  thefe  Limbs, 

Fram’d 
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F ram’d  for  the  tender  Offices  of  Love, 

Endure  the  bitter  Gripes  of  fmarting  Poverty, 

When  baniffi’d  by  our  Miferies  abroad,  . 

(As  fuddenly  we  fhall  be)  to  feek  oat 

(In  fome  far  Climate,  where  our  Names  are  Strangers) 

For  charitable  Succour  ;  wilt  thou  then. 

When  in  a  Bed  of  Straw  we  fhrink  together, 

And  the  bleak  Winds  fhall  whiftle  round  our  Heads ; 
Wilt  thou  then  talk  thus  to  me  ?  wilt  thou  then 
Hufh  my  Cares  thus,  and  fhelter  me  with  Love  ? 
BELV1DERA. 

Oh  I  will  love  thee,  even  in  Madnefs  love  theg. 

Tho’  my  diftra&ed  Senfes  fhould  forfake  me. 

I’d  find  fome  Intervals,  when  my  poor  Heart 
Should  ’fwage  itfelf,  and  be  let  loofe  to  thine. 

Tho’  the  bare  Earth  be  all  our  refting  Place, 

Its  Roots  our  Food,  fome  Clift  our  Habitation, 

I’ll  make  this  Arm  a  Pillow  for  thy  Head ; 

As  thou  fighing  ly’fl,  and  fwell’d  with  Sorrow, 

Creep  to  thy  Bofom,  pour  the  Balm  of  Love 
Into  thy  Soul,  and  kifs  thee  to  thy  Reft; 

Then  praife  our  God,  and  watch  thee  ’till  the  Morning. 
JAFFE1R. 

Hear  this,  you  Heav’ns,  and  wonder  how  you  made  her  l 
Reign,  reign  ye  Monarchs  that  divide  the  World, 

Bufy  Rebellion  ne’er  will  let  you  know 
Tranquillity  and  Kappinefs  like  mine; 

Like  gaudy  Ships  th’  obfequious  Billows  fall 
And  rife  again,  to  lift  you  in  your  Pride ; 

They  wait  but  for  a  Storm,  and  then  devour  you : 

I,  in  my  private  Bark,  already  wreck’d, 

Like  a  poor  Merchant  ariv’n  on  unknown  Land, 

That  had  by  Chance  pack’d  up  his  choiceft  Treafure 
In  one  dear  Cafket,  and  fav’d  only  that, 

Since  I  mull  wander  further  on  the  Shore, 

Thus  hug  my  little,  but  my  precious  Store;  v 

Refolv’d  tofcorn,  and  truft  my  Fate  no  more.  [Exe-  j 

ACT 
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Enter  Pierre  and  A  qju  1  L  1  n  A. 

A  %U  ILIN  A. 

BY  all  thy  Wrongs,  thou’rt  dearer  to  my  Arms 
Than  all  the  Wealth  of  Venice :  Pr’ythee  flay. 

And  let  us  love  To-night. 

PIERRE. 

No :  There  is  Fool-. 

There’s  Fool  about  thee:  When  a  Woman  fells 
HerElelh  to  Fools,  her  Beauty’s  loft  to  me; 

They  leave  a  Taint,  a  Sully  where  they’ve  paft  j 
There’s  fuch  a  baneful  Quality  about  ’em, 

E’en  fpoils  Complexions  with  their  Naufeoufnefs, 

They  infeft  all  they  touch  ;  I  cannot  think 
Of  taking  any  thing  a  Fool  has  pall’d. 

A2JJIL1NA. 

I  loath  and  fcorn  that  Fool  thou  mean’ll,  as  much 
Or  more  than  thou  canft  ;  but  the  Beall  has  Gold 
That  makes  him  neceflary  :  Power  too, 

To  qualify  my  Charatter,  and  poife  me 
Equal  with  peeviih  Virtue,  that  beholds 
My  Liberty  with  Envy  :  In  their  Hearts 
They’re  loofe  as  I  am ;  but  an  ugly  Power 
Sits  in  their  Faces,  and  frights  Pleafure  from  ’em. 
PIERRE. 

Much  good  may’t  do  you,  Madam,  with  your  Senator. 

A$JJ  1L  I N  A. 

My  Senator  !  why,  canft  thou  think  that  Wretch 
E’er  fill’d  thy  AquilineP s  Arms  with  Pleafure  ? 

Think’ft  thou,  becaufe  I  fometimes  give  him  leave 
To  foil  himfelf  at  what  he  is  unfit  for; 

Becaufe  I  force  myfelf  t’ endure  and  fufler  him, 

Vo  l.  III.  L 
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Tliit  k’ft  thou,  I  love  him  ?  No,  by  all  the  Joys, 

Thou  ever  gav’it  me,  his  Prefence  is  my  Penance  ; 

The  worft  Thing  an  old  Man  can  be’s  a  Lover. 

A  mere  Moment n  Mori  to  poor  Women. 

I  never  lay  by  his  decrepit  Side, 

Bat  all  that  Night  I  ponder’d  on  my  Grave. 

PIERRE. 

Would  he  were  well  fent  thither. 

A$JU  L  IN  A. 

That’s  my  Wilh  too ; 

For  then  my  Pierre,  I  might  have  Caufe  with  Pleafure 
To  play  the  Hypocrite;  Oh  !  I  could  weep 
Over  the  dying  Dotard,  kifs  him  too, 

In  hopes  to  fmother  him  quite  ;  then  when  the-Time 
Was  come  to  pay  my  Sorrows  at  his  Funeral, 

(For  he  has  already  made  me  Heir  to  Treafures 
Wou’d  make  me  out-adl  a  real  Widow’s  whining  :) 

How  could  I  frame  my  Face  to  fit  my  Mourning  ! 

With  wringing  Hands  attend  him  to  his  Grave, 

Fall  fwooning  on  his  Hearfe  :  Take  mad  Poffefiion 
E’en  of  the  difmal  Vault  where  he  lay  bury’d. 

There  like  th’  Ephef.an  Matron  dwell,  ’till  thou. 

My  lovely  Soldier,  com’ft  to  my  Deliverance  ; 

Then  throwing  up  my  Veil,  with  open  Arms 
And  laughing  Eyes,  run  to  new  dawning  Joy. 

PIERRE. 

No  more!  I’ve  Friends  to  meet  me  here  To-night, 
And  mull  be  private.  As  you  prize  my  Friend  fhip. 
Keep  up  your  Coxcomb  :  Let  him  not  pry  nor  liften. 

Nor  filk  about  the  Houfe  as  I  have  feen  him, 

Like  a  tame  mumping  Squirrel  with  a  Bell  on  ; 

Curs  will  be  abroad  to  bite  him,  if  you  do. 

A$JJ  1  L  IN  A. 

What  Friends  to  meet?  may’nt  I  be  of  your  Council  ■ 
P  IE  R  R  E. 

How !  A  Woman  afk  Queftions  out  of  Bed  ? 

Q o  to  your  Senator,  alk  him  what  p«ffes 

Amongft 
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AmcJflgft  his  Brethren  ;  he’ll  hide  nothing  from  you ; 

But  pump  me  not  for  Politicks.  No  more  ! 

Give  order  that  whoever  in  my  Name 

Comes  here*  receive  Admittance.  So  good  Night. 

A%UIL  IN  A. 

Mull  we  ne’er  meet  again!  Embrace  no  more  ! 
is  Love  fo  foon  and  utterly  forgotten  1 

PIERRE. 

As  you  henceforward  treat  your  Fool,  I’ll  think  on’t, 

A  I  LINA. 

Curft  be  all  Fools— -I  die  if  he  forfakes  me  ; 

And  how  to  keep  him,  Heav’n  or  Hell  inftruft  me.  [Exe. 

SCENE  the  Rialto, 
j Enter  J  a  P  'P  E  1  R. 

JAFFEIK. 

3?m  here;  and  thus,  the  Shades  of  Night  around  me* 
I  look  as  if  all  Hell  were  in  my  Heart* 

And  I  in  Hell.  Nay,  Purely  ’tis  fo  with  me  ; 

For  every  Step  I  tread  methinks  fome  Fiend 
Knocks  at  my  Bread,  and  bids  me  not  be  quiet. 

I’ve  heard  how  defperate  Wretches  like  myfelf, 

Have  wander’d  out  at  this  dead  Time  of  Night 
To  meet  the  Foe  of  Mankind  in  his  Walk  : 

Sure  I’m  fo  curft,  that  tho’  of  Heav’n  forfaken. 

No  Minifter  of  Darknefs  cares  to  tempt  me. 

Hell !  Hell !  why  fleep’ft  thou  ? 

Enter  Pierre. 

PIERRE. 

Sure  I’ve  ftaid  too  long  ; 

The  Clock  has  ftruck,  and  I  may  lofe  my  Profelyte. 
Speak,  who  goes  there  ? 

JAF  F  EIR. 

A  Dog  that  comes  to  howl 

it  Z 
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At  yonder  Moon  :  What’s  he  that  alks  the  Queftion  ? 
P  I  E  RR  E. 

A  Friend  to  Dogs,  for  they  are  honeft  Creatures, 
And  ne’er  betray  their  Mafters ;  never  fawn 
On  any  that  they  love  not :  Well  met,  Friend : 

Jaffeir  ! 

J  AF  F  E  IR. 

The  fame.  Oh  Pierre,  thou’rt  come  in  feafoit, 

I  was  juft  going  to  pray. 

PIERRE. 

Ah  that’s  mechanick, 

Priefts  make  a  Trade  on’t,  and  yet  ftarve  by’t  too  : 
No  praying  ;  it  fpoils  Bufinefs,  and  T  ime’s  precious  : 
Where’s  Behidera  ? 

JAFFEIR. 

For  a  Day  or  two 

I’ve  lodg’d  her  privately,  ’till  I  fee  farther 
V/hat  Fortune  will  do  with  me.  Pr’ythee,  Friend, 

If  thou  wouldft  have  me  fit  to  hear  good  Counfel, 
Speak  not  of  Beliiidera  ? 

PIERRE. 

Not  of  her  ? 

JAFFEIR. 

Oh  no ! 

PIERRE. 

Nor  name  her  ?  May  be  I  wilh  her  well. 
JAFFEIR. 

"Whom  well  ? 

PIERRE. 

Thy  Wife,  thy  lovely  Beluidcra  ; 

I  hope  a  Man  may  wilh  his  Friend’s  Wife  well. 

And  no  Harm  done  ! 

JAFFEIR. 

You’re  merry,  Pierre! 
PIERRE. 

I  am  fo : 

Thou  fhalt  fmile  too,  and  Behidsra  fmile  ; 
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We’ll  all  rejoice,  here’s  fomething  to  buy  Pins. 

[Gi-ves  him  a  Purfe. 

Marriage  is  chargeable. 


JAFFEIR . 

1  but  half  wilht 

To  fee  the  Devil,  and  he’s  here  already.  Well ! 
What- mud  this  buy,  Rebellion,  Murder,  Treafon  ? 
Tell  me  which  Way  I  mud  be  damn’d  for  this. 


PIERRE. 

When  lait  we  parted,  we’d  no  Qualms  like  thefe. 

But  entertain’d  each  other’s  Thoughts  like  Men, 

Whofe  Souls  were  well  acquainted.  Is  the  World 
Reform’d  fince  our  lad  meeting  ?  What  new  Miracles 
Have  happen’d  ?  has  Priuli's  Heart  relented? 

Can  he  be  honed  ? 

JAFFEIR. 

Kind  Heav’n  !  let  heavy  Curfes 
Gall  his  old  Age  ;  Cramps,  Aches  rack  his  Bones, 

And  bitteredDifquiet  wring  his  Heart ; 

Oh  let  him  live  ’till  Life  become  his  Burden  ! 

Let  him  groan  under’t  long,  linger  an  Age 
In  the  word  Agonies  and  Pangs  of  Death, 

And  find  its  Eafe,  but  late. 

PIERRE. 

Nay,  couldd  thou  not 

As  well  my  Friend,  have  dretch’d  the  Curfe  to  all 
The  Senate  round,  as  to  one  fingle  Villain  ? 

JAFFEIR. 

But  Curfes  dick  not :  Could  I  kill  with  Curding, 

By  Heav’n,  I  know  not  thirty  Heads  in  Venice 

Should  not  be  bladed  ;  Senators  diould  rot 

Like  Dogs  on  Dunghills ;  but  their  Wives  and  Daughters 

Die  of  their  own  Difeafes.  Oh  for  a  Curfe 

To  kill  with  ! 

PIERRE. 

Daggers,  Daggers,  are  much  better— 

L  3  JAF- 
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JJFFEIR. 

I-Ia  ! 

PIE  RR'E. 

Daggers. 

But  where  are  they  ? 

PIERRE. 

Oh,  a  thoufand 

May  be  difpos’d  in  hone  11  Hands  in  Venice. 

JJFFEIR. 

Thcu  talk ’ft  in  Clouds. 

■PIERRE. 

But  yet  a  Heart  half  wrong’d 
As  thine  has  been,  would  find  the  Meaning,  Jaffar. 
JAFFEIR. 

A  thoufand  Daggers  all  in  honed  Hands  ; 

And  have  not  I  a  Friend  will  flick  one  here  ? 

P  I  E  R  R  E. 

Yes,  if  I  thought  thou  wert  not  to  be  cherifht 
T’  a  nobler  Purpofe,  I  wouM  thapFriend. 

But  thou  haft  better  Friends  ;  Friends  whom  thy  Wrong  s 
Have  made  thy  Friends  ;  Friends  worthy  to  be  call’d  fo  ! 
I’ll  truil  thee  with  a  Secret ;  There  are  Spirits 
This  Hour  at  work.  But  as  thou  art  a  Man, 

Whom  I  have  pickt  ar.d  chcfen  from  the  World, 

Swear  that  then  wilt  be  true  to  what  I  utter. 

And  when  I’ve  told  thee  that  which  only  Gods, 

And  Men  like  Gods,  are  privy  to,  then  fwear 
No  Chance  or  Change  fhall  wreft  it  from  thy  Bofom, 

J4FFE1R. 

When  then  would#  bind  rre,  is  there  need  of  Oaths  ? 
(Green-ficknefsGirls  lofeMaidenheadswith  fuchCoun  ters) 
For  thou’rt  fo  near  my  Heart,  that  thou  may’ft  fee 
Its  Bottom,  found  its  Strength  and  Tirmnefs  to  thee  : 

Is  Coward,  Fool,  or  Villain  in  my  Face? 

If  I  feem  none  of  thefe,  I  dare  believe 
-Thou  would#  cot  tile  me  in  a  little  Caufe, 

For 
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For  I  am  fit  for  Honour’s  tou-gheft  Talk; 

Nor  ever  yet  found  fooling  was  my  Province ; 

And  for  a  villainous  Inglorious  Enterprize, 

I  know  thy  Heart  fo  well,  I  dare  lay  mine 
Before  thee,  fet  it  to  what  Point  thou  wilt. 

PIERRE. 

Nay,  it’s  a  Catrfe  thou  wilt  be  fond  of,  Jaffeir, 

For  it  is  founded  on  the  noblell  Balls, 

Our  Liberties,  our  natural  Inheritance  ; 

There’s  r;o  Religion,  no  Hypocrify  in’t ; 

We’ll  do  the  Bufmefs,  and  ne’er  fall  and  pray  for’# 
Openly  ad!  a  Deed  the  World  lhall  gaze 
With  wonder  at,  and  envy  when  ’tis  done. 

J  A  E  F  E  I R. 

For  Liberty  ! 

PIERRE. 

For  Liberty,  my  Friend  f  i 

Thou  (halt  be  freed  from  bafe  PriulPs  Tyranny, 

And  thy  fecueftred  Fortunes  heal’d  again. 

I  Hr  all  be  freed  from  thofe  opprobrious  Wrongs 
That  prefs  me  now,  and  bend  my  Spirit  downward. 

All  Venice  free,  and  every  growing  Merit 
Succeed  to  its  jult  Right :  Fools  fhall  be  pull’d 
From  Wifdom’s  Seat ;  thofe  baleful  unclean  Birds, 

Thofe  lazy  Owls  who  (perch’d  near  Fortune’s  Top) 

Sit  only  watchful  with  their  heavy  Wings 
To  cuff  down  new-fledg’d  Virtues,  that  would  rife 
To  nobler  Heights,  and  make  the  Grove  harmonious, 
yjFFEIR. 

What  can  Ido? 

PIERRE. 

Canft  thou  not  kill  a  Senator  ? 
JAFFEIR. 

Were  there  one  wife  or  hohell,  I  could  kill  him 
For  herding  with  that  Nell  of  Fools  and  Knaves. 

By  all  my  Wrongs,  thou  talk’ll  as  if  Revenge 
Were  to  be  had,  and  the  brave  Story  warms  me, 
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PIERRE. 

Swear  then ! 

JAFFEIR. 

I  do,  by  all  thofe  glittering  Stars 
.And  yon  great  ruling  Planet  of  the  Night ! 

By  all  good  Powers  above,  and  ill  below  ! 

By  Love  and  Friendfnip,  dearer  than  my  Life  ! 

No  Power,  or  Death  fhall  make  me  falfe  to  thee. 
PIERRE. 

Here  we  embrace,  and  I’ll  unlock  my  Heart. 

A  Council’s  held  hard  by,  where  the  Deftruftion 
Of  this  great  Empire’s  hatching  :  There  I’ll  lead  thee  ! 
But  be  a  Man,  for  thou’rt  to  mix  with  Men 
Fit  to  diliurb  the  Peace  of  all  the  World, 

And  rule  it  when  it’s  wildeft — 

JAFFEIR. 

I  give  thee  Thanks 

For  this  kind  Warning  :  Yes,  I’ll  be  a  Man, 

And  charge  thee,  Pierre,  whene’er  thou  feeft  my  Fears 

Betray  me  lefs,  to  rip  this  Heart  of  mine 

Out  of  my  Bread,  and  lhew  it  for  a  Coward’s. 

Come,  let’s  be  gone,  for  from  this  Hour  I  chace 
All  little  Thoughts,  all  tender  human  Follies 
Out  of  my  Bofom  :  Vengeance  fhall  have  room  : 
Revenge ! 

PIERRE. 

And  Liberty  ! 

JAFFEIR. 

Revenge  !  Revenge —  [Exeunt. 

The  SCENE  changes  to  A  qjj  1  L  1  N  A ’s  Houfc , 
the  Greek  Courtezan. 

Enter  Renault. 

RENAUL  T. 

Why  was  my  Choice  Ambition,  the  word  Ground 
A  Wretch  can  build  on  ?  it’s  indeed  at  Diflanoe 


A 


249 


^  Pl  OT  Disco.ve  r’d. 

A  goodly  Profpeft,  tempting  to  the  View, 

The  Height  delights  us,  and  the  Mountain-Top 
Looks  beautiful,  becaufe  it’s  nigh  to  Heav’n  ; 

But  we  ne’er  think  how  Tandy’s  the  Foundation, 

What  Storm  will  batter,  and  what  Temped  fhake  us. 
Who’s  there  ? 

Euler  S  p  i  n  o  s  a  . 

S  P  I  NO  S  A. 

Renault ,  Good-morrow  !  for  by  this  Time 
I  think  the  Scale  of  Night  has  turn’d  the  Balance, 

And  weighs  up  Morning  :  bias  the  Clock  llruck  Twelve  ? 
REN  AV  L  T. 

Yes ;  Clocks  will  go  as  they  are  fet :  But  Man, 
Irregular  Man’s  ne’er  conflant,  never  certain  : 

I’ve  fpent  at  lead  three  precious  Hours  of  Darkncfs- 
In  waiting  dull  Attendance  ;  ’tis  the  Curie 
Of  diligent  Virtue  to  be  mixt,  like  mine,. 

With  giddy  Tempers,  Souls  but  half  refolv’d. 

S  P  I  NO  S  A. 

Hell  feize  that  Soul  among!!  us,  it  can  frighten, 
RENAULT. 

What’s  then  the  Caufe  that  I  am  here  alone  ? 

Why  are  we  not  together  ? 

Enter  Eliot. 

O  Sir,  welcome  ! 

You  are  an  Englijhman  :  When  Treafon’s  hatching 
One  might  have  thought  you’d  not  have  been  behind  Hand 
In  what  Whore’s  Lap  have  you  been  lolling  ? 

Give  but  an  Englijhman  his  Whore  and  Eafe, 

Beef  and  a  Sea-coal-fire,  he’s  your’s  for  ever, 

ELIOT. 

Frenchman ,  you  are  faucy. 

RENAUL  T. 

How ! 

L  s 
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Enter  Be&aiias  the  Amha£~adtr,  Theodore, 

B  R  A  M  V  F.  I  L,  D  U  R  A  N  D,  B  R.  A- E  E,  R  E  V  I  L  L  i  D  O, 

Mezz  aka,  Tunon,  Retsosi,  Confpiratort - 

BED  AM  A  R. 

At  Difference  !  fy  : 

Ij  this  a  time  for  Quarrels  ?  Thieves  and  Rogues 
Fall  out  and  brawl  :  Should  Men  of  your  high  Calling, 
Men  feparated  by  the  Choice  of  Providence 
From  the  grofs  Heap  of  Mankind,  and  fet  here¬ 
in  this  Affembly  as  in  one  great  Jewel, 

T’adorn  the  braveft  Purpofe  it  e’er  Uni  I’d  on  j 
Should  you,  like  Boys,  wrangle  for  Trifles-? 

RENAULT. 

Boys  E 

BEDAMAR. 

Renautt ,  thy  Hand  ! 

RENAULT. 

I  thought  I’d  given  my  Heart 
Long  finee  to  every  Man  that  mingles  here  ; 

But  grieve  to  find  it  trufled  with  fuch  Tempers, 

That  can’t  forgive  my  froward  Age  its  Weaknefs.. 

BEDAMAR. 

Eliot,,  thou  once  hadfi:  Virtue  -r  I  have  feen 
Thy  ftubborn  Temper  bend  with  God-like  Goodneff, 
Not  half  thus  courted  :  ’Tis  thy  Nation’s  Glory, 

To  hug  the  Foe  that  offers  brave  Alliance. 

Once  more  embrace,  my  Friends — we’ll  all  embrace— 
United  thus,  we  are  the  mighty  Engine 
Muff  twifl  this  rooted  Empire  from  its  Bafis  !. 

Totters  not  it  already  ? 

ELIO  T. 

Would  ’twere  tumbling, 
BEDAMAR. 

Nay  it  Ihall  down  ;  This  Might  we  feal  its  Ruin. 

Enter 
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Enter  Pi  E  R  RE. 

Oh  Pierre,  thou  art  welcome ! 

Come  to  my  Bread,  for  by  its  Hopes  thou  look’ll 
Lovelily  dreadful,  and  the  Fate  of  Venice 
Seems  on  thy  Sword  already.  Oh  my  Mars  l 
The  Poets  that  firlt  feign’d  a  God  of  War 
Sure  prophefy’d  of  thee. 

PIERR  E. 

Friends  !  was  hot  Brutus, 

(I  mean  that  B  nit  as,  who  in  open  Senate 
Stabb’d  the  firft  Ccefar  that  ufurp’d  the  WorldJ 
A  gallant  Man  ? 

RENAULT. 

Yes,  and  Catiline  too  ; 

Tho’  Story  wrong  his  Fame  :  For  he  confpir’cl 
To  prop  the  reeling  Glory  of  his  Country*,. 

His  Caufe  was  good. 

B  ED  A  MAR. 

And  ours  as  much  above  it*, 

As  Renault  thou’rt  fuperior  to  Ctth&gus, 

Or  Pierre  to  CaJJius. 

PIERRE. 

Then  to  what  we  aim  at-,. 

When  do  we  dart  ?  or  mud;  we  talk  for  ever  ?. 

BEDAMAR. 

No,  Piem ,  the  Deed’s  near  Birth  :  Fate  feema  to  have let' 
The  Bufinefs  up,  and  given  it  to  our  Care  : 

I  hope  there’s  not  a  Heart,  of  Hand  amongd  us 
But  is  firm  and  ready. 

A  L  L.. 

All  ! 

We’ll  die  with  Bcdamar. 
BEDAMAR. 

Oh  Men, 

Matchlefs,  as  will  your  Glory  be  hereafter,. 

The  Game  is.  for  a  matchlefs  Prize  if  won 
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If  loft,  difgraceful  Ruin. 

RENAULT. 

What  can  lofe  it  ? 

The  publick  Stock’s  a  Beggar  ;  one  Venetian 
Trufts  not  another  :  Look  into  their  Stores 
Of  general  Safety  ;  empty  Magazines, 

A  tatter’d  Fleet,  a  murmuring  unpaid  Army, 

Bankrupt  Nobility,  a  harafs’d  Commonalty, 

A  factious,  giddy,  and  divided  Senate, 

Is  all  the  Strength  of  Venice  :  Let’s  deftroy  it  ; 

Let’s  fill  their  Magazines  with  Arms  to  awe  them, 

Man  out  their  Fleet,  and  make  their  Trade  maintain  it; 
Let  loofe  the  murmuring  Army  on  their  Mafters, 

To  pay  themfel'ves  with  Plunder,  lop  their  Nobles 
To  the  bafe  Roots,  whence  moft  of  ’em  firft  fpru.ng  ; 
Enfiave  the  Rout,  whom  fmarting  will  make  humble; 
Turn  out  their  droning  Senate,  and  poffefs 
That  Seat  of  Empire  which  our  Soul’s  were  fram’d  for. 
PIERRE. 

Ten  thoufand  Men  are  armed,  at  your  Nod, 
Commanded  all  by  Leaders  fit  to  guide 
A  Battle  for  the  Freedom  of  the  World  ; 

This  wretched  State  has  ftarv’d  them  in  its  Service. 

And  by  your  Bounty  quicken’d,  they’re  refolv’d 
To  ferve  your  Glory,  and  revenge  their  own  : 

They’ve  all  their  different  Quarters  in  this  City, 

Watch  for  th’  Alarm,  and  grumble  ’tis  fo  tardy. 

BEDAMAR. 

I  doubt  not,  Friend,  but  thy  unwearied  Diligence 
Has  ftill  kept  waking,  and  it  fhall  have  Eafe  ; 

After  this  Night  it  is  refolv’d  we  meet 
No  more,  ’till  Venice  own  us  for  her  Lords. 

PIERRE. 

How  lovely  the  Adriatick  Whore, 

D  refs’  d  in  her  Flames,  will  fhine  !  devouring  Flames  ! 
Such  as  fhall  burn  her  to  the  watery  Bottom, 

And  hifs  in  her  Foundation. 
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B  ED  AM  A  R. 

Now  if  any 

Amongft  us  that  owns  this  glorious  Caufe, 

Have  Friends  or  Intereft  he’d  wilh  to  fave. 

Let  it  be  told  ;  the  general  Doom  is  feal’d ; 

But  I’d  forego  the  Hopes  of  a  World’s  Empire, 

Rather  than  wound  the  Bowels  of  my  Friend. 

PIERRE. 

I  muftconfefs,  you  there  have  touch’d  my  Weaknefs, 
I  have  a  Friend  ;  hear  it,  and  fuch  a  Friend  ! 

My  Heart  was  ne’er  Ihut  to  him.  Nay,  I’ll  tell  you. 
He  knows  the  very  Bufinefs  of  this  Hour ; 

But  he  rejoices  in  the  Caufe,  and  loves  it : 

W’ave  chang’d  a  Vow  to  live  and  die  together. 

And  he’s  at  Hand  to  ratify  it  here. 

RENAULT. 

How!  all  betray’d  ? 

PIERRE. 

No - I’ve  dealt  nobly  with  you  ; 

I’ve  brought  my  All  into  the  publick  Stock  ; 

I’ad  but  one  Friend,  and  him  I’ll  fhare  amongft  you  ? 
Receive  and  cherifh  him  :  or  if,  when  feen 
And  fearch’d,  you  find  him  worthlefs ;  as  my  Tongue 
Has  lodg’d  this  Secret  in  his  faithful  Breaft, 

To  eafe  your  Fears  I  wear  a  Dagger  here. 

Shall  rip  it  out  again,  and  give  you  Reft. 

Come  forth  thou  only  Good  I  e’er  could  boaft  of. 

Enter  J  a  f  f  e  i  r  ’with  a  Dagger. 

B  E  D  AM  A  R. 

His  Prefence  bears  the  Shew  of  manly  Virtue  ! 

JAFFEIR. 

I  know  you’ll  wonder  all,  that  thus  uncall’d, 

I  dare  approach  this  Place  of  fatal  Councils ; 

But  I’m  amongft  you,  and  by  Heav’n  it  glads  me. 

To  fee  fo  many  Virtues  thus  united. 

To  reftore  Juftice  and  dethrone  Oppreflion. 
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Command  this  Sword,  if  you  would  have  it  quiet. 

Into  this  Breaft ;  but  if  you  think  it  worthy 
Tc  cut  the  Throats  of  reverend  Rogues  in  Robes, 

Send  me  into  the  curs’d  aflembled  Senate ; 

It  {brinks  not,  tho’  I  meet  a  Father  there. 

Would  you  behold  this  City  flaming  ?  Here’s- 
A  Hand  (hall  bear  a  lighted  Torch  at  Noon 
To  th'Arferial,  and  fet  its  Gates  on  Fire. 

RENA  UL  TV 

You  talk  this  well.  Sir. 

JAFFEIR. 

Nay — by  Heav’n  I’ll  do  thif. 
Come,  come,  I  read  Diftruil  in  all  your  Faces, 

You  fear  me  a  Villain  ;  and  indeed  it’s  odd 
To  hear  a  Stranger  talk  thus  at  firfl:  meeting. 

Of  Matters  that  have  been  fo  well  debated  ; 

But  I  come  ripe  with  Wrongs,  as  you  with  Councils ; 

I  hate  this  Senate,  am  a  Foe  to  Venice : 

A  Friend  to  none,  but  Men  refolv’d  like  me. 

To  pufn  on  Mifchief.  Oh  did  you  but  know  me, 

I  need  not  talk  thus  ! 

B  E  D  A  M  A  R. 

Pierre  !  I  mufl  embrace  him. 
My  Heart  beats  to  this  Man  as  if  it  knew  him. 

R  ENAVLT. 

I  never  lov’d  thefe  Huggers. 

y  A  F  F  E  I  R. 

Still  I  fee. 

The  Caufe  delights  me  not.  Your  Friends  furvey  me 
As  I  were  dangerous — but  1  come  arm’d 
Againfl:  all  Doubts,  and  to  your  Truft  will  give 
A  Pledge,  worth  more  than  all  the  World  can  pay  for. 

My  Beluidera  !  Ho  !  My  B el-jidir a  ! 

BEDAMAR. 

What  Wonder’s  next  ? 

JAF  F  E  I R. 

Let  me  intreat  you.  Sirs, 

As 
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As  I  have  henceforth  Hopes  to  call  ye  Friends, 

That  all  but  the  Ambaflador,  and  this 
Grave  Guide  of  Councils,  with  my  Friend  that  owns  me.- 
Withdraw  a  while,  to  fpare  a  Woman’s  Blufhes. 

{Exeunt  all  hut  Bed.  Ren.  JafF  Pier.. 
BEDAMAR. 

Whither  will  all  this  Ceremony  lead  us  ? 

JAFFEIR. 

My  Belvidera!  Ho  !  my  Belvidera  ! 

Enter  Belvider  a. 

belvidera : 

Who  calls  fo  loud  at  this  late  peaceful  Hour ! 

That  Voice  was  wont  to  come  in  gentle  Whifpers, 

And  fill  my  Ears  with  the  foft  Breath  of  LoVe  : 

Thou  hourly  Image  of  my  Thoughts,  where  art  thou  £ 

JAFFEIR. 

Indeed  ’tis  late. 

BELVIDERA:. 

Oh  !  I  have  ftept  and  dreamt, 

And  dreamt  again  :  Where  haft  thou  been  thou  Loiterer  I 
Tho’  my  Eyes  clos’d,  my  Arms  have  ftill  been  open’d 
Stretch’d  every  Way  betwixt  my  broken  Slumbers, 

To  fearch  if  thou  wert  come  to  crown  my  Reft ; 

There’s  no  Repofe  without  thee  :  Oh  the  Day 
Too  foon  will  break,  and  wake  us  to  our  Sorrow; 

Come,  come  to  Bed,  and  bid  thy  Cares  Good-night.. 

JAFFEIR. 

Oh  Belvidera!  we  muft  change  the  Scene 
In  which  the  paft  Delights  of -Life  were  tailed:. 

The  Poor  fleep  little  ;  we  muft  learn  to  watch 
Our  Labours  late,  and  early  every  Morning, 

’Midft  Winter  Frofts,  thin  clad-  and  fed  with  fparing* 
Rife  to  our  Toils,  and  drudge  away  the  Day. 

BELVIDERA. 

Alas  !  where  am  1 1  whither  is’t  you  lead  me  !' 
Methinks  L  read  Diftraftion  in  your  Face ! 


Some* 
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Something  Iefs  gentle  than  the  Fate  you  tell  me : 

You  fnake  and  tremble  too!  your  Blood  runs  cold  ! 
Heav’ns  guard  my  Love,  and  blefs  his  Heart  with  Patience. 
JAFFEIR. 

That  I  have  Patience,  let  our  Fate  bear  witnefs. 

Who  has  ordain’d  it  fo,  that  thou  and  I, 

(Thou  the  divineft  Good  Man  e’er  poffefs’d. 

And  I,  the  wretched’it  of  the  Race  of  Man) 

This  very  Hour,  without  one  Tear,  mull  part. 

BELFIDERA. 

Part !  mult  we  part  ?  Oh  am  I  then  forfaken  ? 

Will  my  Love  caft  me  off?  have  my  Misfortunes 
Offended  him  fo  highly,  that  he’ll  leave  me  ? 

Why  drag  you  from  me  ?  whither  are  you  going  ? 

My  Dear  !  my  Life  !  my  Love  ! 

JAFFEIR. 

Oh  Friends ! 

BELFIDERA : 

Speak  to  me. 

JAFFEIR. 

Take  her  from  my  Heart, 

She’ll  gain  fuch  Hold  elfe,  I  fhall  ne’er  get  loofe. 

I  charge  thee  take  her,  but  with  tender’ft  Care, 

Relieve  her  Troubles  and  affuage  her  Sorrows. 

RENAULT. 

Rife,  Madam !  and  command  amongft  your  Servants, 

JAFFEIR. 

To  you,  Sirs,  and  your  Honour,  I  bequeath  her. 
And  with  her  this ;  whene’er  I  prove  unworthy — 

[  Gz-ves  a  Dagger. 

You  know  the  reft — Then  ftrike  it  to  her  Heart ; 

And  tell  her,  he  who  three  whole  happy  Years 
Lay  in  her  Arms,  and  each  kind  Night  repeated 
The  paffionate  V ows  of  ftiil  increaftng  Love, 

Sent  that  Reward  for  all  her  Truth  and  Sufferings. 
BELFIDERA. 

Nav,  take  my  Life,  fmce  he  has  fold  it  cheaply; 

Or 
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Or  fend  me  to  fome  diftant  Clime  your  Slave ; 
lut  let  it  be  far  off,  left  my  Complainings 
Should  reach  his  guilty  Ears,  and  fhake  his  Peace. 
JAFFEIR. 

No,  Belvidera,  I’ve  contriv’d  thy  Honour^ 

Truft  to  my  Faith,  and  be  but  Fortune  kind 
To  me,  as  I’ll  preferve  that  Faith  unbroken. 

When  next  we  meet,  I’ll  lift  thee  to  a  Height, 

Shall  gather  all  the  gazing  World  about  thee, 

To  wonder  what  ftrange  Virtue  plac’d  thee  there. 

But  if  we  ne’er  meet  more - 

BELVIDERA. 

-  Ch  thou  unkind  one; 

Ne’er  meet  more  !  have  I  deferv’d  this  from  you  ? 

Look  on  me,  tell  me ;  fpeak,  thou  dear  Deceiver, 

Why  am  I  feparated  from  thy  Love  ? 

If  I  am  falfe,  accufe  me  ;  but  if  true. 

Don’t,  pr’ythee  don’t  in  Poverty  forfake  me. 

But  pity  the  fad  Heart,  that’s  torn  with  parting. 

Yet  hear  me !  yet  recall  me —  [Exeunt  Ren.  Bed.  andBelv* 

JAFFEIR. 

Oh  my  Eyes ! 

Look  not  that  Way,  but  turn  yourielves  a  while 
Into  my  Heart,  and  be  wean’d  all  together. 

My  Friend,  where  art  thou? 

PIERRE. 

Here,  my  Honour’s  Brother. 

JAFFEIR >. 

Is  Be  vide  ret  gone  ? 

PIERRE. 

Renault  has  led  her 

Back  to  her  own  Apartment;  but,  by  Heav’n  ! 

Thou  muft  not  fee  her  more  ’till  our  Work’s  over. 


No? 


JAFFEIR. 

PIERRE. 


Not  for  your  Life. 


JAF- 
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JAFFEIR. 

Oh  Pierre,  wert  thou  but  fhe. 
How  I  could  pull  thee  down  into  my  Heart, 

Gaze  on  thee  ’till  my  Eye-firings  crackt  with  Love, 
’Till  all  my  Sinews  with  its  Fire  extended, 

Fixt  me  upon  the  Rack  of  ardent  Longing; 

Then  fwelling,  fighing,  raging  to  be  blefi. 

Come  like  a  panting  Turtle  to  thy  Bread, 

On  thy  foft  Bofom,  hovering,  bill  and  play, 

Confefs  the  Caufe  why  laft  I  fled  away  ; 

Own  ’tvvas  a  Fault,  but  fwear  to  give  it  o'er. 

And  never  follow  falfe  Ambition  more,  [Exeaxt. 


ACT  III.  SCENE  I. 

Enter  A  qjj  i  l  i  n  a  and  her  Maid . 


AQJJ1L  IN  A. 

TELL  him  I  am  gone  to  Bed :  Tell  him  I  am  not 
at  Home  ;  tell  him  I’ve  better  Company  with  me, 
cr  any  Thing;  tell  him.  in  (hort  I  will  not  fee  him,  the 
eternal  trou'olefome  vexatious  Fool :  He’s  worfe  Com¬ 
pany  than  an  ignorant  Phyfician - I’ll  not  be  difiurb’d, 

'at  thefe  unfeafonable  Hours. 

MAID. 

But,  Madam  !  he’s  here  already,  juft  enter’d  the  Doors. 
A9JJ  II  IN  A. 

Turn  him  out  again,  you  unnecefiary,  ufelefs,  giddy- 
brain’d  Afs !  if  he  will  not  be  gone,  fet  the  Houfe 
a-fire  and  burn  us  both :  I’d  rather  meet  a  Toad  in  my 
Dilh,  than  that  old  hideous  Animal  in  my  Chamber  to 
Night. 


Enter 
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Enter  Antonio. 

ANTONIO . 

Nacky,  Nacky,  Nacky, — hew  doll  do,  Nacky?  hurry 
durry.  I  am  come,  little  Nacky,  paft  eleven  o’Clock,  a 
Jate  Hour  ;  time  in  all  Confcience  to  go  to  Bed,  Nacky — 
Nacky  did  I  fay  ?  Ay,  Nacky,  Aquilina,  Una,  lina,  quilina. , 
quilina,.  quilina ,  Aquilina,  Naquilina,  Naquilina,  Acky ,  Acky, 

Nacky,  Nacky,  Queen  Nacky - come  let’s  to  Bed - 

you  Fubbs,  you  Pugg  you - you  little  Pufs - Purree- 

Tuzzy - 1  am  a  Senator. 

A$JJ  IL1NA. 

You  are  a  Fool,  I  am  fure. 

ANTONIO. 

May  be  fo  too,  Sweet  heart.  Never  the  worfc  Senator 
for  all  that.  Come,  Nacky,  Nacky,  let’s  have  a  Game 
at  Romp,  Nacky., 

AQUILINA. 

You  would  do  well,  Signior,  to  be  troublefome  here 
no  longer,  but  leave  hu;  to  uiyfeir  j  be  foher  and  go 
home.  Sir. 

ANTO NIO 

Home,  Madona  ! 

A%U  IL  IN  A. 

Ay,  home.  Sir.  Who  am  I  ? 

ANTONIO. 

Madona,  as  I  take  it  you  are  my - you  are - - 

thou  art  my  little  Nicky,  Nacky - that’s  all ! 

A$JJ  1 L  IN  A. 

I  find  you  are  refolv’d  to  be  troublefome  ;  and  fo  to 
make  ihort  of  the  Matter  in  few  Words,  I  hate  you,  deleft 

you,  loath  you,  I  am  weary  of  you,  fick  of  you - - 

hang  you,  you  are  an  old,  filly,  impertinent,  impotent, 
felicitous  Coxcomb  ;  crazy  in  your  Head,  and  lazy  in 
your  Body,  love  to  be  meddling  with  every  thing,  and  if 
you  had  not  Money,  you  are  good  for  nothing. 
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ANTONIO. 

Good  for  nothing  !  Hurry  durry,  I’ll  try  that  prefently. 
Sixty-one  Years  old,  and  good  for  nothing  ;  that’s  brave. 
[To  the  Maid.]  Come,  come,  come,  Mrs.  Fiddle-faddle, 
turn  you  out  for  a  Seafon  ;  go,  turn  out  I  fay,  it  is  our 

Will  and  Pleafure  to  be  private  fome  Moments - out 

out  when  you  are  bid  too — [Tuts  her  out  and  locks  the  Door. 
Good  for  nothing,  you  fay  ? 

ASIJJ I L  IN  A. 

Why,  what  are  you  good  for  ? 

ANTONIO. 

In  the  find  Place,  Madam,  I  am  old,  and  confequently 
very  wife,  very  wife,  Madona,  d’ye  mark  that  ?  In  the 
fecond  Place  take  Notice,  if  you  pleafe,  that  I  am  a  Senator, 
and  when  I  think  fit  can  make  Speeches,  Madona.  Flurry 
durry,  I  can  make  a  Speech  in  the  Senate-houfe  now  and 
then - would  make  your  Hair  Hand  an  end,  Madona. 

A  $JJ  I  L  I  N  A. 

What  care  I  for  your  Speeches  in  the  Senate-houfe  ? 
if  you  would  be  fllent  here,  I  fhculd  thank  you. 
ANTONIO. 

Why,  I  can  make  Speeches  to  thee  too,  my  lovely 
Madona ;  for  Example — My  cruel  Fair  one, 

[Takes  out  a  Purje  of  Gold,  and  at  every  Paufe  Jhakes  it. 
Since  it  is  my  Fate,  that  you  fhould  with  your  Servant 

angry  prove;  tho’  late  at  Night - 1  hope  ’tis  not  too 

late  with  this  to  gain  Exception  for  my  Love - There’s 

for  thee,  my  little  Nicky  Nacky - takeit,  here  takeit — I 

fay  take  it,  or  I’ll  throw  it  at  your  Head — how  now,  Rebel ! 

A%JJ  I L  IN  A. 

Truly,  my  illuftrious  Senator,  I  mud  confefs  your 
Honour  ia  at  prefent  mod  profoundly  eloquent  indeed. 

ANT  O  N  I  O. 

Very  well :  Come  now  let’s  fit  down  and  think  upon’t 
a  little — come  fit,  I  fay — ft  down  by  me  a  little,  my 

Nicky  Nacky,  ha - [Sits  down.]  Hurry  durry — good 

or  nothing - 

A%UI- 
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AQJJILINA. 

No,  Sir-,  if  you  pleafe  I  can  know  my  Diftance,  and  (land. 

ANTONIO. 

Stand  :  How,  Nacky  up  and  I  down !  Nay  then  let  me 
exclaim  with  the  Poet, 

Shew  me  a  Cafe  more  pitiful  who  can, 

A Jianding  Woman  and  a  falling  Man. 

Hurry  durry - not  fit  down - ■ — fee  this  ye  Gods . 

You  won’t  fit  down  -? 

AQJJ1LIN  A. 

No,  Sir. 

ANTONIO. 

Then  look  you  now,  fuppofe  me  a  Bull,  a  Bafan  Bull, 
the  Bull  of  Bulls,  or  any  Bull.  Thus  up  I  get  and  with 
my  Brows  thus  bent — I  broo,  I  fay  I  broo,  I  broo,  I 

broo.  You  won’t  fit  down,  will  you - 1  broo, - 

[  Bellows  like  a  Bull  and  drives  her  about. 

'  A  ^JJILIN  A. 

Well,  Sir,  I  mull  endure  this,  [ She  fits  down. 

Now  your  Honour  has  been  a  Bull,  pray  what  Beak  will 
your  Worlhip  pleafe  to  be  next  ? 

ANTONIO. 

Now  I’ll  be  a  Senator  again,  and  thy  Lover,  little 
Nicky  Nacky  !  [He fits  byher.~\  Ah  Toad,  Toad,  Toad, 

Toad  !  fpit  in  my  Face  a  little,  Nacky - fpit  in  my  Face, 

pry’ thee,  fpit  in  my  Face  never  fo  little  :  fpit  but  a  little 
bit— ——fpit,  fpit,  fpit,  fpit  when  you  are  bid  I  fay  ; 

do  pr’ythee  fpit - now,  now,  now  fpit :  what  you 

won’t  fpit  will  you  ?  Then  I’ll  be  a  Dog. 

A  I  LINA. 

A  Dog,  my  Lord  ! 

ANTONIO. 

Ay,  a  Dog — and  I’ll  give  thee  this  t’other  Purfe  to  let 

me  be  a  Dog - and  ufe  me  like  a  Dog  a  little.  Hury 

•durry — I  will — here  ’tis —  [Gives  the  Purfe. 
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A  QU I L  IN  A. 

Well,  with  all  my  Heart.  But  let  me  befeech  ycur 
Dogfhip  to  play  your  Tricks  over  as  faft  as  you  can,  that 
you  may  come  to  llinking  the  fooner,  and  be  turn’d  out 
of  Doors  as  you  deferve. 

ANTONI  O. 

Ay,  ay - no  matter  for  that- — > — that  fhan’t 

move  me - [He  gets  under  the  Table.  J  Now  bough  waugh 

waugh,  bough  waugh —  [Barks  like  a.  Dog . 

A  ITU  I L  IN  A. 

Hold,  hold,  hold  Sir,  I  befeech  you  :  what  is’t  you 
dor  If  Curs  bite,  they  muft  be  kickt,  Sir.  Do  you  fee, 
kickt  thus. 

ANTONIO. 

Ay,  with  all  my  Heart  :  do,  kick,  kick  on,  now  I 
am  under  the  Table,  kick  again — kick  harder — harder 
yet,  bough  waugh,  waugh,  waugh,  bough — odd.  I’ll 
have  a  Snap  at  thy  Shins — -bough  waugh,  waugh,  waugh 
bough — ’odd  fhe  kicks  bravely - 

A  QUID  IN  A. 

Nay,  then  I’ll  go  another  Way  to  work  with  you  :  and 
I  think  here’s  an  Inftrument  fit  for  the  Purpofe  ! 

[Fetches  a  Whip  and  a  Bell . 
What,  bite  your  Miftrefs,  Sirrah!  out,  out  of  Doors  you 
Dog,  to  Kennel  and  be  hang’d — bite  your  Miftrefs  by 

the  Legs,  you  Rogue - -  [She  whips  him . 

ANTONIO. 

Nay,  pr’ythee  Nacky,  now  thou  art  too  loving  :  Hurry 
durry,  ’odd  I’ll  be  a  Dog  no  longer. 

AQU1L1N  A. 

Nay,  none  of  your  fawning  and  grinning  ;  but  be 
gone,  or  here’s  the  Difcipline  :  What,  bite  your  Miilrefs 
by  the  Legs,  you  Mungrel  ?  out  of  Doors— — hout, 
hout,  to  Kennel,  Sirrah !  go. 

ANTONIO. 

This  is  very  barbarous  Ufage,  Nacky,  very  barbarous ; 
look  you,  I  will  not  go  ——I  will  not  ftir  from  the  Door, 

that 
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that  I  refolve - hurry  durry,  what,  lhut  me  out  ? 

[She  whips  him  out . 

AQUIL  IN  A. 

Ay,  and  if  you  come  here  any  more  To-night  I’ll 
have  my  Footmen  lug  you,  you  Cur:  What,  bite  your 
poor  Miftrefs  Nacky,  Sirrah  !  * 

Enter  Maid. 

MAID. 

Heav’ns,  Madam!  what’s  the  Matter? 

[He  howls  at  the  Door  like  a  Dog. 

jti%U  I L  I N  A. 

Call  my  Footmen  hither  prefently. 

Enter  two  Footmen. 

MAID . 

They  are  here  already,  Madnm;  the  Houfe  is  all 
alarm’d  with  a  ftrange  Noife,  that  nobody  knows  what 
to  make  of. 

A9JUIL  IN  A. 

Go  all  of  you  and  turn  that  troublefome  Beaft  in  the 
next  Room  out  of  my  Houfe — If  I  ever  fee  him  within 
thefe  Walls  again,  without  my  Leave  for  his  Admittance, 
you  fneaking  Rogues— I’ll  have  you  poifon’d  all,  poi- . 
fon’d  like  Rats  :  every  Corner  of  the  Houfe  fhall  llink  of 
one  of  you :  Go,  anc}  learn  hereafter  to  know  my  Plea- 
fure.  So  now  for  my  Pierre ; 

Thus  when  the  Godlike.  Lover  is  difpleas’d. 

We  facrifice  •nr  Fool,  and  he’s  appeas’d.  [ Exeunt 

SCENE  II.' 

Enter  B  E  L  v  i  D  E  r  a. 
BELFIDERA. 

Pm  facrific’d !  I’m  fold!  Betray’d  to  Shame  1 
Inevitable  Ruin  has  inclos’d  me ! 


No 
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No  fooner  was  I  to  my  Bed  repair’d. 

To  weigh  and  (weeping)  ponder  my  Condition, 

But  the  old  hoary  Wretch,  to  whofe  falfe  Care 
My.  Peace  and  Honour  was  entrufted,  came 
(Like  Tarquin)  ghaflly  with  infernal  Lull. 

Oh  thou  Roman  Lucrece  ! 

Thou  couldft  find  Friends  to  vindicate  thy  Wrong; 

I  never  had  but  one,  and  he’s  prov’d  falfe  ; 

He  that  (hould  guard  my  Virtue,  has  betray’d  it ; 

Left  me  !  undone  me  !  Oh  that  I  could  hate  him  ! 
Where  {hall  I  go  !  Oh  whither,  whither  wander  ? 

Enter  Jaffeir. 

jaffeir. 

Can  Belvidera  want  a  Refting-place, 

When  thefe  poor  Arms  are  open  to  receive  her  ? 

Oh  ’tis  in  vain  to  ftruggle  with  Defires 
Strong  as  my  Love  to  thee ;  for  every  Moment 
I’m  from  thy  Sight,  my  Heart  within  my  Bofom 
Moans  like  a  tender  Infant  in  its  Cradle, 

Whofe  Nurfe  had  left  it :  Come,  and  with  the  Songs 
Of  gentle  Love  perfuade  it  to  its  Peace. 

BELV1DERA. 

I  fear  the  ftubborn  Wanderer  will  not  own  me; 

’Tis  grown  a  Rebel  to  be  rul’d  no  longer. 

Scorns  the  indulgent  Bofom  that  firfi:  lull’d  it; 

And,  like  a  difobedient  Child,  difdains 
The  foft  Authority  of  Belvidera. 

JAFFEIR. 

There  was  a  Time - 

BELVIDERA. 

Yes,  yes,  thefe  was  a  Time 
When  Belvid(ra> s  Tears,  her  Cries,  and  Sorrows, 

Were  not  defpis’d  ;  when  if  fire  chanc’d  to  figh, 

Or  look  but  fad  ; — there  was  indeed  a  Time 
When  Jaffeir  would  have  ta’en  her  in  his  Arms, 

Eas’d  her  declining  Head  upon  his  Breaft, 

And 
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And  never  left  her  ’till  he  found  the  Caufe. 

But  let  her  now  weep  Seas, 

Cry  hill  Ihe  rend  the  Earth;  figh  ’till  Ihe  burft 
Her  Heart  afunder ;  ftill  he  bears  it  all, 

Deaf  as  the  Wind,  and  as  the  Rocks  unlhaken. 


JJFFEIR. 


Have  I  been  deaf?  am  I  that  Rock  unmov’d, 

A  gain  {I  whofe  Root,  Tears  beat,  and  Sighs  are  fer.t ! 
in  vain  have  I  beheld  thy  Sorrows  calmly  ! 

Witnefs  again fc  me,  Heav’ns,  have  I  done  this  ? 
Then  bear  me  in  a  Whirlwind  back  attain. 

And  let  that  angry  dear  One  ne’er  forgive  me! 

Oh  thou  too  rafhiy  ccnfureft  of  my  Love  ! 

Couldft  thou  but  think  how  I  have  fpent  this  Night, 
Dark  and  alone,  no  Pillow  to  my  Head, 

Reft  in  my  Eyes,  nor  Quiet  in  my  Heart, 

Thou  would’ft  not,  Belvidera ,  fare  thou  would’ft  not. 
Talk  to  me  thus,  but  like  a  pitying  Angel 
Spreading  thy  Wings,  come  fettle  on  my  Breaft, 

And  hatch  warm  Comfort  there,  ere  Sorrows  freeze^ 


BELVIDERA. 


Why  then,  poor  Mourner,  in  what  baleful  Cornet- 
Haft  thou  been  talking  with  that  Witch  the  Night? 
On  what  cold  Stone  haft  thou  been  ftretch’d  alor.o-, 
Gathering  the  grumbling  Winds  about  thy  LIead° 
To  mix  with  theirs  the  Accents  of  thy  Woes ! 

Oil  now  1  find  the  Caufe  my  Love  forfakes  me  ! 

I  am  no  longer  fit  to  bear  a  Share 

In  his  Concernments :  My  weak  female  Virtue 

Muft  not  be  iruftcd ;  ’tis  too  frail  and  tender. 


JAFFEIR. 


Oh  Portia  !  Portia!  What  a  Soul  was  thine  ? 


BELVIDERA. 


That  Portia  was  a  Woman  ;  and  when  Brutus, 

Big  with  the  Fate  of  Rome,  (Heav’n  guard  thy  Safety  !) 
Conceal’d  from  her  the  Labours  of  his  Mind, 

She  let  him  fee  her  Blood  was  great  as  his* 
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_Flow’d  from  a  Spring  as  noble,  and  a  Heart 
Fit  to  partake  his  Troubles,  as  his  Love : 

Fetch,  fetch  that  Dagger  back,  the  dreadful  Dower 
Thou  gav’it  laft  Night  in  parting  with  me ;  flrike  it 
Here  to  my  Heart,  and  as  the  Blood  flows  from  it. 
Judge  if  it  run  not  pure  as  Cato's  Daughter’s. 

JAFFEIR. 

Thou  art  too  good,  and  I  indeed  unworthy. 
Unworthy  fo  much  Virtue  :  Teach  me  how 
I  may  deferve  fuch  matchlefs  Love  as  thine, 

And  fee  with  what  Attention  I’ll  obey  thee. 

BEL  VIDE  R  A. 

Do  not  defpife  me  :  That’s  the  All  I  afk. 

JAFFEIR. 

Defpife  thee  !  Hear  me - 

BELVIDERA. 

Oh  thy  charming  Tongue 
Is  but  too  well  acquainted  with  my  Weaknefs ; 
Knows,  let  it  name  but  Love,  my  melting  Heart 
Difioives  within  my  Bread: ;  ’till  with  clos’d  Eyes 
I  reel  into  thy  Arms,  and  all’s  forgotten. 

JAFFEIR. 

What  fhall  I  do  ? 

BELVIDERA. 

Tell  me!  be  juft,  and  tell  me 
Why  dwells  that  bufy  Cloud  upon  thy  Face  ? 

Why  am  I  made  a  Stranger?  why  that  Sigh, 

And  1  not  know  the  Caufe?  Why  when  the  World 
Is  wrapt  in  Reft,  why  chufes  then  my  Love 
To  wander  up  and  down  in  horrid  Darknefs, 
Loathing  his  Bed,  and  thefe  defiring  Arms  ? 

Why  are  thefe  Eyes  bloodfhot  with  tedious  watching  ? 
Why  ftarts  he  now  ?  and  looks  as  if  he  wifh’d 
Kis  Fate  were  finifh’d  ?  Tell  me,  eafe  my  Fear; 

Left  when  we  next  Time  meet,  I  want  the  Power 
To  fearch  into  the  Sicknefs  of  thy  Mind, 

But  talk  as  wildly  then  as  thou  looked  now. 


JAF- 
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JAFFE1R. 

Oh  Bclvidera  ! 

BELVIDERA . 

Why  was  I  laft  Night  deliver’d  to  a  Villain? 
JAFFE1R. 

Hah,  a  Villain  ? 

BELVIDERA. 

Yes!  to  a  Villain!  Why  at  fuch  an  Hour 
Meets  that  Afiembly  all  made  up  of  Wretches, 

That  look  as  Hell  has  drawn  ’em  into  League  ? 

Why,  I  in  this  Hand,  and  in  that  a  Dagger 
Was  I  deliver’d  with  fuch  dreadful  Ceremonies  ? 

“  To  you,  Sirs,  and  your  Honour  I  bequeath  her. 

And  with  her  this :  Whene’er  I  prove  unworthy, 

“  You  know  the  reft,  then  ftrike  it  to  her  Heart  ?’* 

Oh  why’s  that  reft  conceal’d  from  me  ?  muft  I 
Be  made  the  Hoftage  of  a  hellifh  Truft  ? 

For  fuch  I  know  I  am  ;  that’s  all  my  Value  ! 

But  by  the  Love  and  Loyalty  I  owe  thee, 

I’ll  free  thee  from  the  Bondage  of  thefe  Slaves ; 

Strait  to  the  Senate,  tell  ’em  all  I  know. 

All  that  I  think,  all  that  my  Fears  inform  me. 

JAFFE1R. 

Is  this  the  Roman  Virtue  !  this  the  Blood 
That  boafts  its  Purity  with  Cato's  Daughter! 

Would  (he  have  e’er  betray’d  her  Brutus  ? 

BELVIDERA. 

No, 

For  Brutus  trufted  her  :  Wert  thou  fo  kind. 

What  would  not  Beluidera  fuffer  for  thee  ? 

JAFFE1R. 

I  fhall  undo  myfelf,  and  tell  thee  all. 

BELVIDERA. 

Look  not  upon  me  as  I  am  a  Woman, 

But  as  a  Bone,  thy  Wife,  thy  Friend  ;  who  long  , 

Has  had  Admiflion  to  thy  Heart,  and  there 
Study’d  the  Virtues  of  thy  gallant  Nature; 

M  t  Thy 
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Thy  Condancy,  thy  Courage,  and  thy  Truth, 

Have  been  my  daily  Leflbn  :  I  have  learn’d  ’em, 

And  bold  as  thou,  can  i’uifer  or  defpile 
The  word  of  Fates  for  thee  ;  and  with  thee  fiiare  ’em. 
JAFFEIR. 

Oh  you  divined  Powers !  look  down  and  hear 
My  Prayers  !  indraft  me  to  reward  this  Virtue  ! 

Yet  think  a  little,  ere  thou  tempt  me  further; 

Think  I’ve  a  Tale  to  tell  will  (hike  thy  Nature, 

Melt  all  this  fcoaded  Condancy  thou  talk’d  of 
Into  vile  Tears  and  defpicable  Sorrows  : 

Then  if  thou  fhould’d  betray  me  ! 

BELVIDERA. 

Shall  1  fwear  ? 

JAFFE1R. 

No,  do  not  fwear :  1  would  not  violate 
Thy  tender  Nature  with  fo  rude  a  Bond  : 

But  as  thou  hop’d  to  fee  me  live  my  Days, 

And  love  thee  long,  lock  this  within  thy  Bread  ; 

I’ve  bound  my fel f  by  all  the  drifted  Sacraments, 

Divine  and  human - 

BELVIDERA. 

Speak  ! 

JAFFEIR. 

To  kill  thy  Father - 

BELVIDERA . 

My  Father ! 

JAFFEIR. 

Nay,  the  Throats  of  the  whole  Senate 
Shall  bleed,  my  Be  Voider  a  :  He  amengd  us 
That  fpares  his  Father,  Brother,  or  his  Friend, 

Is  damn’d.  How  rich  and  beauteous  will  the  Face 
Of  Ruin  lock,  when  thefe  wide  Streets  run  Blood  ; 

J,  and  the  glorious  Partners  of  my  Fortune 
Shouting,  and  dridirg  o’er  the  prcllratc  Dead, 

Still  to  new  Wade;  whild  thou,  far  off  ir.  Safety 
Smiling,  fhalt  fee  the  Wonders  of  our  daring; 


And 
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And  when  Night  comes,  with  Praife  and  Love  receive  me. 
BELVIDERA. 

Oh! 

JAFFEIR. 

Have  a  Care,  and  {hrink  not  even  in  Thought ! 
Bor  if  thou  do’ll - 


B EL  V IDE R A . 

I  know  it,  thou  wilt  kill  me. 

Do,  ftrike  thy  Sword  into  this  Bofom  :  Lay  me 
Dead  on  the  Earth,  and  then  thou  wilt  be  fafe. 

Murder  my  Father!  The’  his  cruel  Nature 
IIa6  perfecuted  me  to  my  Undoing; 

Driven  me  to  befell  Wants ;  can  I  behold  him, 

With  Smiles  of  Vengeance,  butcher’d  in  his  Age  ? 

The  facrcd  Four,  tain  of  my  Life  dedrey’d  ? 

And  canil  thou  filed  the  Bleed -that  gave  me  Being? 
Nay,  be  a  Traitor  toe,  and  fell  thy  Country  ? 

Can  thy  great  Heart  defernd  io  vilely  low, 

Mix  with  hir’d  Slaves,  Bravces,  and  common  Stabbcrs, 
Nc-fe- flitters,  Alley-lurking  Villains !  join 
With  fuch  a  Crew,  and  take  a  Ruffian’s  Wages, 

To  cut  the  Throats  of  Wretches  as  they  deep  ? 
JAFFEIR. 

Thou  wrong’d  me,  Behvidera  !  I’ve  engag’d 
With  Men  of  Souls :  Fit  to  reform  the  Ills 
Of  all  Mankind  :  There’s  not  a  Heart  amongfi  them, 
But’s  dout  as  Death.,  yet  honed  as  the  Nature 
Of  Man  iirll  made,  ere  Fraud  and  Vice  were  Fafhions. 


EELVIDERA. 


What’s  he,  to  whofe  curd  Hands  laft  Night  thou  gav’ft 
Was  that  well  done?  Oh  !  I  could  tell  a  Story  [me? 
Would  rcuze  thy  Lion-Heart  out  of  its  Den, 

And  make  it  rage  with  terrifying  Fury. 


JAFFEIR. 

Speak  on,  I  charge  thee  ! 

BEL  FIDE  R  A. 

Oh  my  Love  !  if  ere 
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Thy  Belvidera’s  Peace  deferve  thy  Care,  . 

Remove  me  from  this  Place  :  Lafl  Night !  laft  Night ! 
JJFFEIR. 

Diflraft  me  not,  but  give  me  all  the  Truth. 

BELVIDERA. 

No  fooner  vvert  thou  gone,  and  I  alcnc, 

Left  in  the  Power  of  that  old  Son  of  Mifchief ; 

No  fooner  was  1  lain  cn  my  fad  Bed, 

But  that  vile  Wretch  approach’d  me ;  loofe,  unbutton’d. 
Ready  for  Violation  :  Then  my  Heart 
Throbb’d  with  its  Fears  ;  Oh  how  I  wept  and  figh’d. 
And  Ihrunk  and  trembled ;  wifh’d  in  vain  for  him 
That  fliould  protefl  me.  Thou,  alas!  wert  gone. 
JJFFEIR. 

Patience!  fweet  Heav’n,  ’till  I  make  Vt  ngesnce  Pure. 
BELVIDERA. 

He  drew  the  hideous  Dagger  forth  thou  gav’fl  him. 
And  with  upbraiding  Smiles  he  faid,  “  Behold  it, 

“  This  is  the  Pledge  of  a  falfe  Hufband’s  Love 

And  in  my  Arms  then  preft,  and  would  have  clafp’d  me; 

But  with  my  Cries  I  fear’d  his  coward  Heart, 

’Till  he  v/ithdrew,  and  mutter’d  Vows  to  Hell. 

Thefe  are  thy  Friends !  with  thefe  thy  Life,  thy  Honour, 
Thy  Love  all  flak’d,  and  all  v/ill  go  to  Ruin. 

JAFF  E  I  R. 

No  more  :  I  charge  thee  keep  this  Secret  clofe ; 

Clear  up  thy  Sorrows,  look  as  if  thy  Wrongs 
Were  all  forgot,  and  treat  him  like  a  Friend, 

As  no  Complaint  were  made.  No  more  ;  retire. 

Retire  my  Life,  and  doubt  not  of  my  Honour; 

I’ll  heal  its  Failings,  and  deferve  thy  Love. 

BELVIDERA. 

Oh  fliould  I  part  with  thee,  I  fear  thou  wilt 
In  Anger  leave  me,  and  return  no  more. 

JAFF  E  1  R. 

Return  no  more  !  I  would  not  live  without  thee 
Another  Night  to  purchafe  the  Creation. 
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BELVIDERA. 

When  (hall  we  meet  again  ? 

JAFFE  I R. 

Anon  at  Twelve  ! 

I’ll  (leal  jnyfelf  to  thy  expefting  Arms, 

Come  like  a  travell’d  Dove,  and  bring  thee  Peace# 

BELVIDERA. 

Indeed  ! 

JAFFE  IR. 


By  all  our  Loves ! 

BELVIDERA. 


’Tis  hard  to  part : 

But  fare  no  Faldiood  ever  look’d  fo  fairly. 

Farewel,  remember  Twelve.  [ Exit . 

-JAFFE  IK. 

Let  Heav’n  forget  me 

When  I  remember  not  thy  Truth,  thy  Love. 

How  curd  is  my  Condition,  tofs’d  and  juftled 
From  every  Corner  ;  Fortune’s  common  Fool, 

The  Jed  of  Rogues,  an  indrumental  Afs 
For  Villains  to  lay  Loads  of  Shame  upon. 

And  drive  about  jud  for  their  Eafe  and  Scofen. 

Enter  Pierre. 


PIERRE. 


Jflffeir  ! 


JAFFE  IR. 


Who  calls ! 


PIE  RR  E. 

A  Friend,  that  could  have  wifh’d 
T’  have  found  thee  otherwise  employ’d  :  What,  hunt 
A  Wife  on  the  dull  Soil !  fure  a  danch  Hu(band, 

Of  all  Hounds  is  the  dulled  ?  Wilt  thou  never, 

Never  be  wean’d  from  Caudles  and  Confeftions  ? 
What  feminine  Tale  had  thou  been  lidening  to. 

Of  unair’d  Shirts;  Catarrhs  and  Tooth-ach,  got 
By  thin-fol’d  Shoes  ?  Damnation!  that  a  Fellow 
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Chofen  to  be  a  Shaker  in  the  Deftrudlion 

Of  a  wlipie  People,  feould  fneak  thus  in  Corners 

To  eafe  his  fulfome  Lulls,  and  fool  his  Mind. 

JAFFEIR. 

May  not  a  Man  then  trifle  out  an  Hour 
With  a  kind  Woman,  and  not  wrong  his  Calling  ? 
PIERRE. 

Not  in  a  Caufe  like  ours. 

JAFFEIR , 

Then  Friend,  cur  Caufe 
Is  in  a  damn’d  Condition:  For  I’ll  tell  thee, 

That  Canker-worm  call’d  Letchery ,  has  touch’d  it; 
’Tis  tainted  vilely  :  Would II  thcu  think  it,  Renault  x 
(  That  mortify’d  r  id  wither’d  Winter  Rogue) 
loves  fir.) pie  Fornication  like  a  Pxieft. 

J  found  hint  out  for  watering  at  my  Wife  : 

He  vifited  her  Lift  Night,  like  a  kind  Guardian  ; 

Faith  fee  has  feme  Temptations,  that’s  the  Truth  on’t. 
PIERRE. 

He  durft  not  wrong  his  Truft ! 

JAFFEIR. 

’Twas  fomething  late  tho’ 
To  take  tlfe  Freedom  of  a  Lady’s  Chamber. 

PIERRE. 

Was  fee  in  Bed-? 

JAFFEIR. 

Yes,  faith,  in  Virgin  Sheets 
White  as  her  Bcfom,  Pierre,  dife’d  neatly  up. 

Might  tempt  a  weaker  Appetite  to  take. 

Oh  how  the  old  Fox  flunk  I  warrant  thee, 

When  the  rank  Fit  was  on  him. 


PIERRE. 


He  us’d  no  Violence  ? 


Patience  guide  me  1 


JAFFEIR. 

No,  no  !  out  on’t,  Violence  ! 
Play’d  with  her  Neck  ;  brufe’d  her  with  his  grey  Beard, 

Struggl’. 
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Struggl'd  and  towz’d,  tickl’d  her  ’till  fne  fqueak’d  a  little 
May  be,  or  fo — but  not  a  jot  of  Violence — ■ — 

PI  E  R  RE. 

Damn  him. 

JAFFEJ  R. 

Ay,  fo  fay  l :  But Jiudi,  no  more  on't ; 
All  hitherto  is  well,  and  1  believe 
Myfelf  no  Monfter  yet :  Tho’  no  Man  knows 
What  Fate  he’s  born  to:  Sure  ’tis  near  the  Hour 
We  all  Ihould  meet  for  our  concluding  Orders ; 

Will  the  AmbalTador  be  here  in  Perfon  ? 

PIE  R  R  E. 

No  :  he  has  fent  CommiiTion  to  that  Villain 
Renault,  to  give  the  executing  Charge ; 

I’d  have  thee  be  a  Man,  if  poflible. 

And  keep  thy  Temper;  for  a  brave  Revenge 
Ne'er  cornes  too  late. 

JAFFEIR. 

Fear  not,  I’m  cc.cl  as  Patience: 
Had  he  com  pleated  my  Diihonour,  rather 
Than  hazard  the  Succefs  cur  Hopes  are  ripe  for, 
i  u  bear  it  all  with  mortifying  Virtue. 

PIERRE. 

He’s  yonder,  coming  this  Way  through  the  Halt ; 

His  Thoughts  feem  full. 

7  A  F  F  E  /  R. 

Pr’ythee  retire,  and  leave  me 
With  him  alone;  I'll  put  him  to  feme  Trial, 

See  how  his  rotter.  Part  will  hear  the  Touching. 

P  I  ERR  E. 

Be  careful  them  \Exit. 

JAFFEIR. 

Nay,  never  doubt,  but  trufc  me. 
What,  be  a  Devil !  take  a  damning  Oath 
For  ihedhirg  native  Blood  !  can  there  be  a  Sin 
In  merciful  Repentance  ?  Oh  this  Villain. 
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Enter  Renault. 


R  E  NAUL  T. 

Perverfe  !  and  peevilh  !  what  a  Slave  is  Man  ! 

To  let  his  itching  Flelh  thus  get  the  better  of  him  ! 

Difpatch  the  Tool  her  Hulhand - that  were  well. 

Who’s  there  ? 

JAFFEIR. 

A  Man. 


R  E  N  AULT. 


My  Friend,  my  near  Ally  ! 

The  Hoftage  of  your  Faith,  my  beauteous  Charge, 
Is  very  well. 

JAFFEIR. 

Sir,  are  you  fure  of  that  ? 

Stands  fhe  in  perfedl  Health  ?  Beats  her  Pulfe  even  ? 
Neither  too  hot  nor  cold  ? 

RENAULT . 


What  means  that  Queltion  ? 


JAFFEIR. 

Oh  Women  have  fantaftick  Conftitutions-, 
Inconftant  as  their  Willies,  always  wavering, 

And  never  fixt ;  was  it  not  boldly  done 
Even  at  Frit  Sight  to  trull  the  Thing  I  lov’d 
(A  tempting  Treafure  too!)  with  Youth  fo  fierce 
And  vigorous  as  thine  ?  but  thou  art  honcft. 

REN  A  U  L  T. 

Who  cares  accufe  me  r 

JAFFEIR. 

Curft  be  he  that  doubts 
Thy  Virtue  ;  I  have  try’d  it,  and  declare, 

Were  I  to  chufe  a  Guardian  .of  my  Honour, 

I’d  put  it  in  thy  keeping :  For  I  know  thee. 

RENAULT. 


ivnow  me ! 


JAFFEIR. 

Av,  know  thee :  There’s  no  Fallhocd  in  thee-, 


Thou 
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Thou  look’ll  juft  as  thou  art:  Let  us  embrace. 

Now  wouldft  thou  cut  my  Throat,  or  I  cut  thine  ? 
RENAULT. 

You  dare  not  do’t. 

JAFFEIR. 

You  lye,  Sir. 

RENAULT. 

How  ! 

JAFFEIR. 

No  more. 

’Tis  a  bafe  World  and  muft  reform,  that’s  all. 

Enter  Spinosa,  Theodore,  Eliot,  Revillido,  Du¬ 
rand,  Bramveil,  and  the  ref  of  the  Confpirators. 

RENAULT. 

Spinofa  !  Theodore  ! 

SPINOSA. 

The  fame. 

RENAULT. 

You  are  welcome  ? 
SPINOSA. 

You  are  trembling,  Sir. 

RE  NAU  L  T. 

’Tis  a  cold  Night  indeed,  and  I  am  aged, 

Full  of  Decay  and  natural  Infirmities ;  [Pierre  re-enters. 
We  ihall  be  warm,  my  Friend,  I  hope.  To-morrow. 
PIERRE. 

’Twas  not  well  done  ;  thou  ftiouldlt  have  ftroak’d  him. 
And  not  have  gall’d  him. 

JAFFEIR. 

Damn  him,  let  him  chew  on’t. 

—  Heav’n!  where  am  I  ?  befet  with  curfed  Fiends, 

That  wait  to  damn  me  :  What  a  Devil’s  Man, 

When  he  forgets  his  Nature — hufh,  my  Heart. 

RENAULT. 

My  Friends,  ’tis  late  :  Are  we  aflembled  all  ? 

Where’s  Theodore  ? 
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THE  OD  ORE. 

At  Hand. 

R  E  N  AULT. 

Spina/a. 

SPINOSJ. 

Here. 

RENAULT. 

Bram'veil. 


E  R  AM  VE  1L. 

I’m  readv. 

RENAULT. 

Durand  and  Brahe. 

DURA  N  D. 

Command  us ; 

We  are  both  prepar’d  1 

RENAULT. 

Mezssana,  Revillido . 

Terr.cn,  Re/rcjt ;  oh  you’re  Men  I  find, 

Fit  to  behold  your  Fate,  and  meet  her  Sammons  ; 
'To-morrow’s  rifing  Sun  muft  fee  you  all 
Hock’d  in  your  Honours  !  are  the  Soldiers  ready  l 

ALL. 

All,  aS. 

REN  AUL  T. 

You  Durand ,  with  ycur  thoufand,  mult  pofTefs 
S:.  Mari’s;  you,  Captain,  know  your  Charge  already; 

5  Tis  to  fecure  the  Ducal  Palace :  You 

Brahe  with  a  hundred  more  muft  gain  the  Secque. 

With  the  like  Number  Braenveil  to  the  P rent-rale. 

E?  all  this  done  with  the  lean  Tumult  pcftible, 

’Till  in  each  Educe  you  poll  f efficient  Guards: 

Then  (heath e  ycur  Swords  in  every  Bread  you  meet. 

JAFFE  1R. 

jOh  reverend  Cruelty  1  Damn’d  bloody  Villain  1 

REN  AUL  T. 

During  this'  Execution,  D.rand ,  you 
Muft  in  the  Midi:  keep  your  Battalia  fall; 

And 
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And  Theodore  be  lure  to  plant  the  Gannon 
That  may  command  the  Streets  ;  v.hilit  Re-villido, 
Mezzano,  Ter  non,  and  Retrefi,  guard  you. 

This  done,  we’ll  give  the  general  Alarm, 

Apply  Petards,  and  force  the  Ars’nal  Gates; 

Then  fire  the  City  round  in  feveral  Places, 

Or  with  our  Cannon  (if  it  dare  refill) 

Eatter’t  to  Ruin.  But  above  all,  I  charge  you 
Shed  Blood  enough,  fpare  neither  Sex  nor  Age, 

Name  nor  Condition  ;  if  there  live  a  Senator 
After  To-morrcw,  tho’  the  dulleft  Rogue 
That  ere  faid  nothing,  we  have  loll  our  Ends 
If  poftible,  let’s  kill  the  very  Name 
Of  Senator,  and  bury  it  in  Blood. 

JAFFEIR. 

Mercilefs,  horrid  Slave  ! - Ay,  Blood  enough  ! 

Shed  Blood  enough,  old  Renault :  How  thou  charm’ll  me  1 

RENAULT. 

But  one  Thing  more,  and  then  farewel  ’till  Fate 
Join  us  again,  or  feperate  us  ever: 

Firll  let’s  embrace.  Heav’n  knows  who  next  lhall  tha's- 
Wing  ye  together  :  But  let’s  all  remember 
We  wear  no  common  Caufe  upon  our  Swords  : 

Let  each  Man  think  that  on  his  fingle  Virtue 
Depends  the  Good  and  Fame  of  all  the  reft 
Eternal  Honour  or  perpetual  Infamy. 

Let  us  remember  thro’  what  dreadful  Hazards 
Propitious  Fortune  hirherto  has  led  us. 

How  often  on  the  Brink  of  fome  Difcovery 
Have  we  Hood  tottering,  yet  Rill  kept  our  Ground 
So  well,  that  the  bufieft  Searchers  ne’er  could  follow 
Thofe  fubtle  Trafts  which  puzzled  all  Sufpicion. 

You  droop,  Sir. 

J  A  F  F  E  I R. 

No  :  with  moft  profound  Attention 
I’ve  heard  it  all,  and  wonder  at -thy  Virtue. 


R  E  N- 
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RE  NA  ULT. 

Tho’  there  be  ye*  few  Hears  ’twixt  them  and  Ruin, 
Are  not  the  Senate  lull’d  in  full  Security, 

Quiet  and  fatisfy’d,  a;  Fools  are  always  ! 

N  ever  did  fo  profound  Repofe  fore-run 
Calamity  fo  great :  Nay,  our  good  Fortune 
Has  blinded  the  moft  Herring  of  Mankind, 

Strengthen’d  the  fearfulleft,  charm’d  the  moft  fufpectfuli 
Confounded  the  molt  fubtle  :  For  we  live, 

We  live  my  Friends,  and  quickly  fhall  our  Life 
Prove  fatal  to  thefe  Tyrants :  Let’s  coniider 
That  we  deftroy  OpprelEon ,  Avarice, 

A  People  nurs’d  up  equally  with  Vices 

And  loathsome  Luils,  which  Nature  moft  abhors. 

And  fuch  as  without  Shame  the  cannot  fuller. 

JAFFEIR. 

Oh  Btlvidera,  take  me  to  thy  Arms, 

And  thew  me  where’s  my  Peace,  for  I  have  loft  it.  [Exit- 

R  E  NAVL  T. 

Without  the  leaft  Remcrfe  then  let’s  refolve 
With  Fire  and  Sword  t'e.vrerminate  thefe  Tyrants ; 

And  when  we  {hall  behold  thofe  curft  Tribunals, 

Stain’d  by  the  Tears  and  Sufferings  of  the  Innocent, 
Burning  with  Flames,  rather  from  Heav’n  than  ours. 
The  raging,  furious,  ard  urpirying  Soldier 
Pulling  his  reeking  Dagger  from  the  Bofoms 
Of  gaining  Wretches  ;  Death  in  even.'  Quarter, 

With  all,  that  fad  Di forcer  can  produce, 

T o  make  a  SpeSacle  of  Horror  :  then, 

Then  let  us  call  to  mini,  my  dearth  Friends, 

That  there  is  nothing  jure  upon  the  Earth  ; 

That  the  moft  valu’d  Things  have  moft  Allays, 

Ard  that  in  charge  of  all  thofe  vile  Enormities, 

Under  v.  hofe  Weight  this  v.  retched  Country  labours. 

The  Means  are  only  in  cur  Hands  to  crown  them. 

PIERRE. 

And  nay  thefe  Powers  above  that  are  propitious 
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To  gallant  Minds,  record  this  Caufe,  and  blefs  it. 
RENAULT.  - 

Thus  happy,  thus  fecure  of  all  we  wilh  for. 

Should  there,  my  Friends,  be  found  amongft  us  one 
Falfe  to  this  glorious  Enterprize,  what  Fate, 

What  Vengeance  were  enough  for  fuch  a  Villain  ? 
ELIOT. 

Death  here  ;  without  Repentance,  Hell  hereafter. 
RENAULT. 

Let  that  be  my  Lot,  if  as  here  I  ftand. 

Lifted  by  Fate  amongft  her  darling  Sons, 

Tho’  I  had  one  only  Brother,  dear  by  all 
The  ftrifteft  Ties  of  Nature ;  tho’  one  Hour 
tiad  given  us  Birth,  one  Fortune  fed  our  Wants, 

One  only  Love,  and  that  but  of  each  other. 

Still  filPd  our  Minds  i  could  I  have  fuch  a  Friend 
Join’d  in  this  Canfe,  and  had  but  Ground  to  fear 
He  meant  foul  Play ;  may  this  right  Hand  drop  from  me, 
If  I’d  not  hazard  all  my  future  Peace, 

And  ftab  him  to  the  Heart  before  you  :  Who  ? 

Who  would  do  lefs  ?  Wouldft  thou  not,  Pierre,  the  fame  ? 

PIERRE. 

You’ve  fingled  me,  Sir,  out  for  this  hard  Queftion, 

As  if ’twere  ftarted  only  for  my  Sake! 

Am  I  the  Thing  you  fear  ?  Plere,  here’s  my  Bofom, 
Search  it  with  all  your  Swords  !  am  I  a  Traitor  ? 

RENAULT. 

No  :  But  I  fear  your  late  commended  Friend 
Is  little  lefs  :  Come,  Sirs,  ’tis  now  no  Time 
To  trifle  with  our  Safety.  Where’s  this  Jajfcir  ? 

S  P  I  NO  S  A. 

He  left  the  Room  juft  now  in  ftrange  Diforder. 

R  E  NAUL  T, 

Nay,  there  is  Danger  in  him  :  I  obferv’d  him 
During  the  Time  I  took  for  Explanation, 

He  was  tranfported  from  moft  deep  Attention 
To  a  Confufion  which  he  could  not  fmother. 
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His  Looks  grew  full  of  Sadnefs  and  Surprize, 

All  which  betray’d  a  wav’ring  Spirit  in  him. 

That  labour’d  with  Reludancy  and  Sorrow. 

What’s  requifite  for  Safety,  mull  be  done 
With  fpeedy  Execution,  he  remains 
Yet  in  our  Power  :  I  for  my  own  Part  weai* 

A  Dagger — — 

PIERRE. 

Well. 

REN AUL  T. 

And  I  could  wilh  it — — ■ 
PIERRE. 

Where  ? 

RENAULT. 

Bury’d  in  his  Heart. 

PIERRE. 

Away  !  we’re  yet  all  F;  lends  ; 
No  more  of  this,  ’twill  breed  ill  Blood  amcngft  us. 

S  P  I  NO  S  A. 

Let  us  all  draw  our  Swords,  and  fearch  the  Houfe, 
Pull  him  from  the  dark  Hole  where  he  fits  brooding 
O’er  his  cold  Fears,  and  each  Man  kill  his  Share  cf  hint 
PIERRE 

Who  talks  of  killing?  who’s  he’ll  fh-cd  the  Blood 
That’s  dear  to  me  !  Is’t  you  ?  or  you  r  or  you,  Sir  ? 
What,  not  one  fpeak  r  How  you  Hand  gaping  all 
On  your  grave  Oracle,  your  wooden  God  there  ; 

Yet  not  a  Word  ?  Then  Sir,  I’ll  tell  y’  a  Secret  ; 
Sufpicion’s  but  at  bed:  a  Coward’s  Virtue !  \To  Ren. 
RE  N  AUL  T. 

A  Coward - -  \Handles  his  S-uord. 

PIERRE. 

Put  up  thy  Sword,  cld  Man, 

Thy  Hand  iliakes  at  it ;  come,  let’s  heal  this  Breach, 

I  am  too  hot :  We  yet  may  all  live  Friends. 

S  P  I  N  0  S  A. 

’Till  we  are  fafe,  car  Friendlhip  cannot  be  fo. 

PIERRE , 
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Again  !  Who’s  that  ? 

S  P  I  NO  S  A. 

’Twas  I, 

•THEODORE. 

And  I. 

REFILL  ID  O. 

And  I, 

ELIOT. 

And  all. 

RENAULT. 

Who  are  on  my  Side  ? 

S  PINOS  A. 

Every  honed  Sword. 

Let’s  die  like  Men,  and  not  be  Told  like  Slaves. 
PIERRE. 

One  fuch  Word  more,  by  Heav’n,  I’ll  to  the  Senate, 
A,nd  hang  ye  all  like  Dogs,  in  Cluders, 

Why  peep  your  Coward  Swords  half  out  their  Shells  i 
Why  do  you  not  all  brandiih  them  like  mine  ? 

You  fear  to  die,  and  yet  dare  talk  of  killing, 

RE  N AULT. 

Go  to  the  Senate  and  betray  us  ;  hade. 

Secure  thy  wretched  Life  ;  we  fear  to  die 
Lefs  than  thou  dar’lt  be  honed. 

PIERRE. 

That’s  rank  Falfhood, 

Fear’ll  not  thou  Death  ?  Fy,  there’s  a  knavifii  Itch 
In  that  fait  Blood,  an  utter  Foe  to  fmarting. 

Had  Jaffeir' s  Wife  prov’d  kind,  he’d  Bill  been  true. 
Faugh - how  that  dinks  ? 

Thou  die  !  thou  kill  my  Friend,  or  thou,  cr  thou, 

Or  thou,  with  that  lean,  wither’d,  wretched  Face  ! 
Away,  difperfe  all  to  your  feveral  Charges, 

And  meet  To-morrow  where  your  Honour  calls  you  ; 

I’ll  bring  that  Man,  whefe  Blood  you  fo  much  third  for* 
And  you  (hall  fee  him  venture  for  you  fairly 
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Hence,  hence,  I  fay.  [Exit  Renault  angrily. 

S  P  1  NO  S  A. 

I  fear  we’ve  been  to  blame  ;  and  done  too  much. 

THEODOR  E. 

F  was  too  far  urg’d  againlt  the  Man  you  lov’d. 

REFILL  IDO. 

Here  take  our  Swords,  and  crufli  them  with  your  Feet. 

S  P  INO  S  A. 

Forgive  us,  gallant  Friend. 

PIERRE. 

Nay,  now  you’ve  found 
The  Vv  ay  to  melt,  and  cad  me  as  you  will  : 

1 11  fetch  this  Friend  and  give  him  to  ;  Our  Mercy. 

Nay,  he  fhall  die,  if  you  will  take  him  from  me. 

For  your  Repofe,  I’li  quit  my  Fleart’s  bed  Jewel ; 

But  would  not  have  him  torn  away  by  Villains, 

And  fpiteful  Villainy. 

SP  INO  S  A. 

No  ;  may  ye  both 

For  ever  live,  and  fill  the  World  with  Fame  l 

PIERRE. 

Now  y’are  too  kind.  Whence  rofe  all  this  Difcord  ? 
Oh  what  a  dang’rous  Precipice  have  we  ’fcap’d  ! 

How  near  a  Fall  was  all  we’d  long  been  building  ! 

What  an  eternal  Blot  had  flain’d  our  Glories  ! 

If  one,  the  braved  and  the  bed  of  Men 
Had  fall’n  a  Sacrifice  to  rafh  Sufpicion  !  f 
Butcher’d  by  thofe,  whofe  Caufe  he  came  to  cherifh  : 

Oh  could  you  know  him  all  as  I  have  known  him, 

How  good  he  is,  howjud,  how  true,  how  brave, 

You  would  not  leave  this  Place  ’till  you  had  feen  him  ; 
Humbled  yourfelves  before  him,  kifs’d  his  Feet, 

And  gain’d  Remiflion  for  the  word  of  Follies. 

Come  but  To-morrow,  all  your  Doubts  fhall  end, 

And  to  your  Loves  me  better  recommend,  > 

That  I’ve  preferv’d  ycur  Fame,  and  fav’d  my  Friend,  j 

[  Exeunt. 

ACT 
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A  C  T  IV.  SCENE!. 


Enter  Jaffeir  and  Belvideea, 
J  AFF  E  I  R. 


Here  dolt  thou  lead  me  ?  Every  Step  I  move. 


vv  Methinks  I  tread  upon  feme  mangled  Limb 
Of  a  rack’d  Friend  :  Oh  my  dear  charming  Ruin  ! 
Where  are  we  wand’ring  ? 


BELVIDERA. 

To  eternal  Honour  ; 


To  do  a  Deed  (hall  chronicle  thy  Name, 

Among  the  glorious  Legends  of  thofe  few 
That  have  fav’d  finking  Nations  :  thy  Renown 
Shall  be  the  future  Song  of  all  the  Virgins, 
Who  by  their  Piety  have  been  preferv’d 
From  horrid  Violation  :  Every  Street 
Shall  be  adorn’d  with  Statues  to  thy  Honour, 
And  at  thy  Feet  this  great  Infcription  written. 
Remember  him  that  propt  the  Fall  of  Venice. 


JAFFEIR. 


Rather,  remember  him,  who  after  all 
The  facred  Bonds  of  Oaths  and  holier  Friendlhip, 
In  fond  Compaflion  to  a  Woman’s  Tears 
Forgot  his  Manhood,  Virtue,  Truth,  and  Honour, 
To  facrifice  the  Bofom  that  reliev’d  him. 

Why  wilt  thou  damn  me  ? 


BEL  VIDE  R  A. 

Oh  inconftant  Man  ! 


How  will  you  promife  ?  how  will  you  deceive  ? 

Do,  return  back,  re-place  me  in  my  Bondage, 

Tell  all  thy  Friends  how  dangeroufly  thou  lov’ll:  me, 
And  let  thy  Dagger  do  its  bloody  Office. 


Oh 
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Oh  that  kind  Dagger,  Jaffeir,  how  ’twill  look, 

Struck  thro’  my  Heart ;  drench’d  in  my  Blood  to  th’  Hilts, 
Whildthefe  poor  dying  Eyes  (hall  with  their  Tears 
No  more  torment  thee  ;  then  thou  wilt  be  free  : 

Or  if  thou  think’ll:  it  nobler  ;  let  me  live 
’Till  I’m  a  Viftim  to  the  hateful  Lull: 

Of  that  infernal  Devil,  that  old  Fiend 

That’s  damn’d  himfelf,  and  would  undo  Mankind. 

Lall  Night,  my  Love  1 

yjFFElR. 

Marne,  name  it  not  again, 

It  fliews  a  bcadly  Image  to  my  Fancy, 

Will  wake  me  into  Madneis.  Oh  the  Villain  ! 

That  durd  approach  fach  Purity  as  thine. 

On  Terms  fo  vile:  DedruRion,  fwift  Deflru&ioa 
Fallon  my  coward  Head,  and  make  my  Name 
The  common  Scorn  of  Fools,  if  I  forgive  him  5 
If  I  forgive  him  !  if  I  not  revenge 
With  utmofl  Rage,  and  mod  unilaying  Fury, 

Thy  Suffering,  thou  dear  Darling  of  my  Life. 

BEL  VIDE  R  A. 

Delay  no  longer  then,  but  to  the  Senate  ; 

And  tell  the  diftnal’ft  Story  ever  utter’d  : 

'Fell  ’em  what  Bloodihed,  Rapines,  Defolation?, 

Have  been  prepar’d  ;  how  near’s  the  fatal  Hour  ! 

Save  thy  poor  Country,  fave  the  reverend  Blood 
Of  all  its  Nobles,  which  To-morrow’s  Dawn 
Mud  elfe  fee  died  :  Save  the  poor  tender  Lives 
Of  all  thofe  little  Infants,  which  the  Swords 
Of  Murderers  are  whetting  for  this  Moment ; 

Think  thou  already  bear’d  their  dying  Screams, 

Think  that  thou  fee’ll  their  fad  di drafted  Mothers 
Kneeling  before  thy  Feet,  and  begging  Pity, 

With  torn  difnevell’d  Hair,  and  dreaming  Eyes, 

Their  naked  mangled  Breads  befmear’d  with  Blood, 

And  even  the  Milk  with  which  their  fondled  Babes 
Softly  they  hulk’d,  dropping  in  Anguilh  from  ’em. 

Think 
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Think  thou  fee’ll  this,  and  then  confult  thy  Heart. 

JAFFEIR. 

Oh  ! 

B  E  I.  V I D  E  R  A. 

Think  too,  if  you  lofe  this  prefent  Minute, 

What  Miferies  the  next  Day  brings  upon  thee. 

Imagine  all  the  Horrors  of  that  Night, 

Murder  and  Rapine,  Wafie  and  Defolation, 

Confus’dly  raging.  Think  what  then  may  prove 
My  Lot !  the  Ravilher  may  then  come  fafe. 

And  ’midft  the  Terror  of  the  publick  Ruin 
Do  a  damn’d  Deed;  perhaps  may  lay  a  Train 
To  catch  thy  Life  ;  then  where  will  be  Revenge, 

The  dear  Revenge  that’s  due  to  fuch  a  Wrong  ? 

O  O 

JAFFEIR. 

By  all  Heav’n’s  Pow’rs,  prophetick  Truth  dwells  in  thee* 
For  every  Word  thou  fpeak’ft  Ibrikes  thro’  my  Heart 
Like  a  new  Light,  and  Ihews  it  how’t  has  wander’d, 
juft  what  th’haft  made  me,  take  me,  Bclvtdera , 

And  lead  me  to  the  Place  where  I’m  to  fay 
This  bitter  Leftbn  ;  where  I  mufl  betray 
My  Truth,  my  Virtue,  Conftancy  and  Friends  ; 

Muft  I  betray  my  Friend !  Ah  take  me  quickly. 

Secure  me  well  before  that  Thought’s  renew’d  ; 

If  I  relapfe  once  more,  ail’s  loft  for  ever. 

BELVIDERA. 

Haft  thou  a  Friend  more  de^r  than  Bel-uidcra  ? 

JAFFEIR. 

No ;  thou’rt  my  Soul  itfelf,  Wealth,  Frier.dlhip,  Honour; 
All  prefent  ]nys,  and  Earneft  of  all  future, 

Are  fumm’d  in  thee  :  me  thinks  when  in  thy  Arms 
Thus  leaning  on  thy  Breaft,  one  Minute’s  more 
Than  a  long  thoufand  Years  of  vulgar  Hours. 

Why  was  fuch  Happinefs  not  given  me  pure  ? 

Why  dafn’d  with  cruel  Wrongs,  and  bitter  Warnings  ? 
Come,  lead  me  forward  now  like  a  tame  Lamb 
To  facrifise.  Thus  in  his  fatal  Garlands 


Deck’d 
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Deck’d  fine,  and  pleas’d,  the  Wanton  fkips  and  plays, 
Trots  by  th’  enticing  flattering  Prieftefs’  Side, 

And  much  tranfported  with  its  little  Pride, 

Forgets  his  dear  Companions  of  the  Plain  ;  "% 

’Till  by  her  bound,  he’s  on  the  Altar  lain,  C 

Yet  then  too  hardly  bleats,  fuch  Pleafure’s  in  the  Pain.  J 

Enter  Officer  and  fix  Guards . 

OFFICER. 

Stand,  who  goes  there  ? 

B  EL  V  ID  ERA.' 

Friends. 

JAFFEIR. 

Friends,  Belvidera  !  hide  me  from  my  Friends. 

By  Heav’n,  I’d  rather  fee  the  Face  of  Hell, 

Than  meet  the  Man  I  love. 

OFFICER. 

But  what  Friends  are  you  ? 

BEL  V  ID  ERA. 

Friends  to  the  Senate  and  the  State  of  Venice. 
OFFICER. 

My  Orders  are  to  feize  on  all  I  find 
At  this  late  Hour,  and  bring  ’em  to  the  Council, 

Who  now  are  fitting. 

JAFFEIR. 

Sir,  you  fhall  be  obey’d. 
Hold,  Brutes,  ftand  off,  none  of  your  Paws  upon  me. 
Now  the  Lot’s  call,  and  Fate  do  what  thou  wilt. 

[  Exeunt  guarded. 

SCENE  II.  The  Senate-houfe. 

Where  appear  fitting,  the  Duke  of  V  E  n  i  e  E,  Priuli, 
Antonio,  and  eight  other  Senators. 

DUKE. 

Antony ,  Priuli,  Senators  of  Venice, 


Speak, 
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Speak,  why  are  we  affembled  here  this  Night? 

What  have  you  to  inform  us  of,  concerns 
The  State  of  Venice ’  Honour,  or  its  Safety  ? 

FRIULI. 

Could  Words  exprefs  the  Story  I’ve  to  tell  you, 

Fathers,  thefe  Tears  were  ufelefs,  thefe  fad  Tears 
That  fall  from  my  old  Eye  ;  but  there  is  Caufe 
We  all  Ihould  weep,  tear  off  thefe  purple  Robes, 

And  wrap  ourfelves  in  Sackcloth,  fitting  down 
On  the  fad  Earth,  and  cry  aloud  to  Heav’n. 

Heav’n  knows  if  yet  there  be  an  Hour  to  come 
Ere  Venice  be  no  more. 

All  SENATORS. 

How ! 

P  RIU  LI. 

Nay,  we  Hand 

Upon  the  very  Brink  of  gaping  Ruin. 

Within  this  City’s  form’d  a  dark  Confpiracy, 

To  maffacre  us  all,  our  Wives  and  Children, 

Kindred  and  Friends ;  our  Palaces  and  Temples 
To  lay  in  Allies  :  nay,  the  Hour  too  hxt  ; 

The  Swords,  for  ought  I  know,  drawn  e’en  this  Moment, 
And  the  wild  Waite  begun.  From  unknown  Elands 
1  had  this  Warning  :  but  if  we  are  Men 
Let’s  not  be  tamely  butcher’d,  but  do  fomething 
That  may  inform  the  World  in  After-ages, 

Our  Virtue  was  not  ruin’d,  tho’  we  were.  [A Noife  --without. 

Room,  Room,  make  Room  for  fome  Prifoners - 

SENATORS. 

Let’s  raife  the  City. 

Enter  Officer  and  Guard. 

FRIULI. 

Speak  there,  what  Dilturbance  ? 
OFFICER. 

Two  Prifoners  have  the  Guard  feiz’d  in  the  Streets, 
Who  fay,  they  come  to  inform  this  reverend  Senate 

About 
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About  the  prefent  Danger. 

Enter  J a f f e i r  and  Belvidera  guarded. 
ALL. 

Give  ’em  Entrance — Well,  who  are  you  P 

JAFFEIR. 

A  Villain. 

ANTONIO . 

Short  and  pithy, 

The  Man  fpeaks  well. 

JAFF  E  I  R. 

Would  every  Man  that  hears  me 
Would  deal  fo  honeflly,  and  own  his  Titl6. 

D  UKE. 

’Tis  rumour’d,  that  a  Plot  has  been  contriv’d 
Again!!  this  State ;  that  you  have  a  Share  in’t  too, 

'  If  you’re  a  Villain,  to  redeem  your  Honour, 

Unfold  the  Truth,  and  be  reflor’d  with  Mercy. 

J  AF  F  E  I  R. 

Think  not  that  I  to  fave  my  Life  come  hither  • 

1  know  its  Value  better;  but  in  Pity 

To  all  thofe  W retches,  whole  unhappy  Dooms 

Are  fix’d  and  feal’d.  You  fee  me  here  before  you, 

The  fworn  and  covenanted  Foe  of  Venice. 

But  ufe  me  as  my  Dealings  may  dcferve. 

And  I  may  prove  a  Friend. 

DU  ICE. 

The  Slave  capitulates, 

Give  him  the  Tortures. 

JAFFEIR. 

That  you  dare  not  do. 

Your  Fears  won’t  let  you,  nor  the  longing  Itch 
To  hear  a  Story  which  you  dread  the  Truth  of. 

Truth,  which  the  Fear  of  Smart  fhall  ne’er  get  from  me. 
Cowards  are  fear’d  with  Threatnings  ;  Boys  are  whipt 
Into  Confeffions  :  but  a  heady  Mind 
Adds  of  itfelf,  ne’er  afks  the  Body  Counfel, 
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Give  him  the  Tortures  !  Name  but  fuch  a  Thing 
Again,  by  Heav’n  I’ll  fhut  thefe  Lips  for  ever ; 

Not  all  your  Racks,  your  Engines,  or  your  Wheels, 

Shall  force  a  Groan  away - that  you  may  guefs  at. 

ANTONIO. 

A  bloody-minded  Fellow  I’ll  warrant ; 

A  damn’d  bloody-minded  Fellow. 

D  UKE. 

Name  your  Conditions. 

JAFFEIR. 

For  myfelf  full  Pardon. 

Befides  the  Lives  of  two  and  twenty  Friends, 

[Delivers  a  Lift. 

Whofe  Names  are  here  enroll’d  :  Nay,  let  their  Crimes 
Be  ne’er  fo  monftrous,  I  muft  have  the  Oaths 
And  facred  Promife  of  this  reverend  Council, 

That  in  a  full  AlTembly  of  the  Senate 
The  Filing  I  alk  be  ratify’d.  Swear  this, 

And  I’ll  unfold  the  Secrets  of  your  Danger. 

ALL. 

We’ll  fwear. 

D  UKE. 

Propofe  the  Oath. 

JAFFEIR. 

By  all  the  Hope* 

Ye  have  of  Peace  and  Happinefs  hereafter 
Swear. 

ALL. 

Vie  all  fwear. 

JAFFEIR. 

To  grant  me  what  I’ve  aik’d, 

Ye  fwear. 

ALL. 

We  fwear. 

JAFFEIR. 

And  as  you  keep  the  Oath, 

May  you  and  your  Poflerity  be  bleft, 

Vol.  III.  N 
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Or  curft  for  ever  ! 

AL  L. 

Elfe  be  curft  for  ever  ! 

JAFFEIR. 

Then  here’s  the  Lift,  and  with ’t  the  full  Difciofe 
Of  all  that  threatens  you.  Now  Fate  thou’ft  caught  me. 

[ Delivers  another  Paper • 

AN  TO  X I  0. 

Why,  what  a  dreadful  Catalogue  of  Cut-throats  is  here  ! 
I’ll  warrant  you  not  one  of  thei'e  Fellows  but  has  a  Face 
LikeaLicn.  Idare  nctio  much  as  read  their  Names  over. 

DUKE. 

Give  Order  that  all  diligent  Search  be  made 
To  feize  thefe  Men  ;  their  Char-afters  are  publick. 

The  Paper  intimates  their  Rendezvous 

To  be  at  the  Houfe  of  a  fam’d  Grecian  Courtezan, 

Call’d  Aquilina  ;  fee  that  Place  fecured. 

ANTONIO. 

What  my  Nicky  Nacky,  Hurry  Durry,  Nicky  Nacky 

in  the  Plot - I’ll  make  a  Speech - Moft  Noble 

Senators, 

What  headlong  Apprehenfions  drive  you  on, 

Right  noble,  wife,  ar  d  truly  fo'lid  Senators, 

To  violate  the  Laws  and  Right  of  Nations  ? 

The  Lady  is  a  Lady  of  P>.enown. 

’Tis  true,  fhe  holds  a  Houfe  of  fair  Reception, 

And  tho’  I  fay’t  myfelf,  as  many  more 
Can  fay  as  well  as  I. 

2  SENATOR. 

My  Lord,  long  Speeches 
Are  frivolous  here,  when  Dangers  are  fo  near  us; 

We  all  well  knew  your  Intereft  in  that  Lady  ; 

The  World  talks  loud  ou’t. 

A  N  T  O  N  I  0. 

Verily  I  have  done  ; 


I  fay  no  more. 


D  UK  E. 
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DU  ICE. 

But  fince  he  has  declar’d 

Himfelf  concern’d,  pi'ay,  Captain,  take  great  Caution 
To  treat  the  fair  One  as  becomes  her  Charadter, 

And  let  her  Bed-Chamber  be  fearch’d  with  Decency. 
You,  Jajficr,  muft  with  Patience  bear  ’till  Adorning 
To  be  our  Prifoner. 

J A  F  F  El  R. 

Would  the  Chains  of  Death 
Had  bound  me  faft  ere  I  had  known  this  Minute. 

I’ve  done  a  Deed  will  make  my  Story  hereafter 
Quoted  in  Competition  with  all  ill  ones : 

The  Hiftory  of  my  Wickednefs  lhall  run 
Down  thro’  the  low  Traditions  of  the  Vulgar, 

And  Boys  be  taught  to  tell  the  Tale  of  Jaffeir, 

DUKE. 

Captain,  withdraw  your  Prifoner. 

JAF  F  E  1R. 

Sir,  if  poffible, 

Lead  me  where  my  own  Thoughts  themfelyes  may  lofe  me; 
Where  [  may  doze  out  what  I’ve  left  of  Life, 

Forget  myfelf  and  this  Day’s  Guilt  and  Falfhood. 

Cruel  Remembrance,  how  fhall  I  appeafe  thee  ! 

[Far.  Guarded ;  Noijtt  without • 
More  Traitors;  Room,  Room,  make  Room  there. 

D  UKE. 

How’s  this  ?  Guards  ? 
Where  are  our  Guards  ?  fnut  up  the  Gates,  the  Treafon’s 
Already  at  our  Doors. 

Enter  Officer. 

OFFICER. 

My  Lords,  more  Traitors : 

Seiz’d  in  the  very  Adt  of  Confultation  ; 

Furnilh’d  with  Arms  and  Inftruments  of  Mifchief. 

Bring-  in  the  Prilbners. 

N  z  Enter 
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Emi~  Pierre,  Rexaeit,  Theodore,  Eliot, 
Retilido,  and  c;  :cr  C:  -  r.  ~~':rs  :r:  Fetters,  guarded. 

PIERRE. 

Yon,  the  Lords  and  Fathers 
(As  ret  are  pleas’d  to  cal!  yocrfelves)  of  Venice  ; 

If  you  let  here  to  guide  the  Courie  of  juilice, 

Y.'hy  thefe  diigraceful  Chains  upon  mv  Limbs 
That  have  fo  often  iabc-c-'d  it  your  Service  ? 

Are  thefe  the  Wreaths  of  Triumph  you  beiioiv 
Ca  thole  CCCt  Ca _C  '  1C  Concuehs  home,  aad  Honours  ? 

D  UKE. 

Goon,  ycu  Tali  reheard.  Sir. 

A  X  T  O  N I  O. 

And  be  bang’d  too,  I  hope. 

PIERRE. 

Are  thefe  the  Trcrhies  I've-  deferv’d,  for  fijht’mg 
Your  Battles  with  confederated  Powers  ? 

When  Winds  and  Seas  con :p ire  to  overthrow  you. 

And  brought  the  Fleets  of  Spain  to  your  own  Harbours : 
When;  on,  great  Dei:,  ihrunk,  trembling  in  year  Palace, 
And  law  your  Wire,  ti  e  Adriatic*,  plough’d 
Like  a  lewd  Whore  a  _  elder  Prows  than  yours. 

Scent  not  I  forth,  and  tac?ht  yonr  loofe  Venetians 
The  Taft  of  Honour,  and  the  Way  to  Greatnels! 
Rais’d  yea  from  your  canitniating  Fears, 

To  itip Hate  the  Terms  of  fa’d-for  Peace  ? 

And  this  my  Recoin  p  ence  ?  If  I’m  a  Traitor, 

Predate  rav  Charre;  cr  ftevr  r  e  Wretch  that’s  bafe 
And  brave  er.o-.gh  to  t.l!  me  Pm  a  Traitor.  [enough, 

D  UKE. 

Knoi — ac  : J  Ali  t  be  a  ers  sta 

PIERRE. 

Yes,  and  know  his  Wrtue, 
His  ’trace,  T:  eh  :  his  general  Word;  ard  Sufferings 
Fret;  a  hard  lather  taerht  me  fird  to  icse  him. 


Enter 
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Enter  Jaffeir  guarded. 

DUKE. 

See  him  brought  forth. 

PIERRE. 

My  Friend  too  bound !  nay  then 
Our  Fate  has  conquer’d  us,  and  we  mud  fail. 

Why  droops  the  Man  whofe  Welfare’s  fo  mutch  mine 
They’re  but  one  thing  ?  Thefe  reverend  Tyrants,  Jaffeir, 
Call  us  all  Traitors :  Art  thou  one,  my  Brother  ? 
JAFFE1R. 

To  thee  I  am  the  falfeft,  ve deft  S'ave 
That  e’er  betrayed  a  generous  trading  Frier.d, 

And  gave  up  Honour  to  be  fere  of  R.uin  : 

All  our  fair  Hopes  which  Morning  was  to  have  crown’d. 
Has  this  curft  Tongue  o’erthrown. 

PIERRE. 

So  then,  all’s  over : 
Venice  has  loft  her  Freedom  ;  I  my  Life ; 

No  more  :  farewel. 

DUKE. 

Say  ;  will  you  make  Confeffion 
Of  your  vile  Deeds,  and  truft  the  Senate’s  Mercy? 
PIERRE. 

Curft  be  your  Senate  :  Curft  your  Conftitution  : 

The  Curfe  of  growing  Faftions  and  Divifton 
Still  vex  your  Councils,  (hake  your  pubiick  Safety, 

And  make  the  Robes  of  Government  you  wear. 

Hateful  to  you,  as  thefe  bafe  Chains  to  me. 

D  U  K  E. 

Pardon,  or  Death  ? 

PIERRE. 

Death,  honourable  Death? 

R  ENAUL  T. 

Death’s  the  heft  Thing  we  aft,  or  you  can  give. 

All  CO  NS  P  I  R  ATO  R  S. 

No  fnameful  Bonds,  but  honourable  Dcaih- 

N  3  D  VICE 
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D  UKE. 

Break  up  the  Council  :  Captain,  guard  your  Prifoners. 
JaJTeir,  *’are  free,  but  thefe  miift  wait  for  Judgment. 

[Exeunt  all  the  Senators. 

PIERRE , 

Come,  where’s  my  Dungeon  ?  lead  me  to  my  Straw: 
It  will  not  be  the  fird  Time  I’ve  lodg’d  hard 
To  do  your  Senate  Service. 

JJFFEIR. 

Hold  one  Moment. 

PIERRE. 

Who’s  he  difputes  the  Judgment  cf  the  Senate  ? 
Prefurr.ptuous  Rebel - cn - ■  [Strikes  Jafr. 

JJFFE1R. 

By  Heav’n  you  dir  not. 

I  mull  be  heard,  I  mud  have  leave  to  fpeak  ; 

Thou  had  difgrac’d  me,  Pierre,  by  a  vile  Blow: 

Had  not  a  Dagger  done  thee  nobler  judice  ? 

But  ufe  me  as  thou  wilt,  thou  canft  not  wrong  me, 

.For  I  am  fall’n  beneath  the  bafed  Injuries  ; 

Yet  look  upon  me  with  an  Eye  of  Mercy, 

With  Pity  and  with  Charity  behold  me; 

Shut  not  thy  Heart  againd  a  Friend’s  Repentance, 

But  as  there  dwells  a  God-like  Nature  in  thee, 

Liden  with  Mildnefs  to- my  Supplications. 

PIERRE . 

What  whining  Monk  art  thou  ?  what  holy  Cheat, 
That  wouldd  encroach  upon  my  credulous  Ears, 

And  cant’d  thus  vilely?  Hence.  I  know  thee  not. 
Difierablc  and  be  nady  :  Leave  me,  Hypocrite. 

JJFF  E  I R. 

Not  know  me  Pierre  ! 

PIERRE. 

No,  I  know  thee  not :  what  art  thou  ? 

y  A  F  F  E  IR. 

yaffeir,  thy  Friend,  thy  once  lov’d,  valu’d  Friend  ! 
Tho’  now  deferv’dly  fcorn’d,  and  us’d  mod  hardly. 

PI- 
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PIERRE. 

Thou  Jaffeir  !  thou  my  once  lov’d,  valu’d  Friend  ! 

By  Heav’us  thou  ly’ft  ;  the  Man  fo  call’d,  my  Friend, 
Was  generous,  honeft,  faithful,  juft  and  valiant. 

Noble  in  Mind,  and  in  his  Perrfon  lovely. 

Dear  to'  my  Eyes,  and  tender  to  my  Heart : 

But  thou,  a  wretched,  bafe,  falfe,  worthlefs  Coward, 
Poor,  even  in  Soul,  and  loathfome  in  thy  Afpeift : 

All  Eyes  muft  fhun  thee,  and  ail  Plearts  deleft  thee. 
Pr’ythee  avoid,  nor  longer  cling  thus  round  me 
Like  fomething  baneful,  that  my  Nature’s  chill’d  at. 
JAFFEIR. 

I  have  not  wrong’d  thee,  by  thefe  Tears  I  have  not. 
But  ftill  am  honeft,  true,  and  hope  too  valiant; 

My  Mind  ftill  full  of  thee:  therefore  fliil  noble. 

Let  not  thy  Eyes  then  fhun  me,  nor  thy  Heart 
Deleft  me  utterly:  Oh,  look  upon  me. 

Look  back  and  fee  my  fad,  ft n cere  Submifiion ! 

How  my  Heart  fwells,  as  ev’n  ’twould  burft  my  Bofom  j 
Fond  of  its  Goal,  and  labouring  to  be  at  thee  ! 

What  (hall  I  do  ?  what  fay  to  make  thee  hear  me  ? 
PIERRE. 

Haft  thou  not  wrong’d  me?  dar’ft  thou  call  thyfclf. 
That  once  lov’d,  honeft,  valu’d  Friend  of  mine, 

And  fwear  thou  haft  notwrong’d  me  ?Whence  thefeChains  ? 
Whence  the  vile  Death,  which  I  may  meet  this  Moment  ? 
Whence  this  Diihonour,  but  from  thee,  thou  falfe  one? 
JAFFE  IR. 

—All’s  true,  yet  grant  one  Thing,  and  I’ve  doneafking. 
PIERRE. 

What’s  that  ? 

JAFFEIR. 

To  take  thy  Life  on  fuch  Conditions 
The  Council  have  propos’d  :  Thou  and  thy  Friends 
May  yet  live  long,  and  to  be  better  treated. 

PIERRE. 

Life  !  afk  my  Life  1  Confefs  !  Record  myfelf 

N* 
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A  Villain  for  the  Privilege  to  breathe. 

And  carry  up  and  down  this  curled  City 
A  difcontented  and  repining  Spirit, 

Burdenfome  to  itfelf,  a  few  Years  longer, 

To  lofe,  it  may  be,  at  lad  in  a  lewd  Quarrel 
For  fome  new  Friend,  treacherous  and  falfe  as  thou  art 
No,  this  vile  World  and  I  have  long  been  jangling," 
And  cannot  part  on  better  Terms  than  now, 

When  only  Men  like  thee  are  fit  to  live  in’t. 

JJFFEIR. 

By  all  that’s  juft - 

PIERRE. 

Swear  by  fome  other  Powers 
For  thou  haft  broke  that  facred  Oath  too  lately. 

J  A  F  F  E  I  R. 

Then  by  that  Heil  1  merit,  I’ll  not  leave  thee 
’Till  to  thyfelf  at  leaft  thou’rt  reconcil’d; 

However  thy  Refentments  deal  with  me. 

PIERRE. 

Not  leave  me  ! 

JJFFEIR. 

No  ;  thou  ftialt  not  force  me  from  thee 
Ufe  me  reproachfully,  and  like  a  Slave; 

Tread  on  me,  buffet  me,  heap  Wrongs  on  Wrongs 
On  my  poor  Head;  I’ll  bear  it  all  with  Patience, 

Shall  weary  out  thy  moft  unfriendly  Cruelty  : 

Lie  at  thy  Feet  and  kifs  ’em,  tho’  they  fpurn  me, 

’Till  wounded  by  my  Sufferings,  you  relent, 

And  raife  me  to  thy  Arms  with  dear  Forgivenefs, 

PIERRE. 


Art  thou  not - - 

JAFFEIR. 

What  ? 

PIERRE. 

A  Traitor  ? 

JJFFEIR. 


P  I 


Yes. 
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PIERRE. 

A  Villain  ? 

JJFFEIR. 

Granted. 

PIERRE. 

A  Coward,  a  moll  fcandalous  Coward, 

Spiritlefs,.  void  of  Honour,  one  who  has  fold 
Thy  everlafting  Fame  for  ihamelefs  Life  ? 

JJFFEIR. 

All, all,  andmore,  much  more ;  myFaultsare  numberlefs.. 
PIERRE. 

And  wouldft  thou  have  me  live  on  Terms  like  thine  l 

Eafe  as  thou’rt  falfe - 

JJFFEIR. 

No,  ’tis  to  me  that’s  granted. 

The  Safety  of  thy  Life  was  all  I  aim’d  at. 

In  Recompence  for  Faith  and  Trull  fo  broken. 

PIERRE. 

I  fcorn  it  more,  becaufe  preferv’d  by  thee  : 

And  as  when  full  my  foolilh  Heart  took  Pity 
On  thy  Misfortunes,  fought  thee  in  thy  Miferies, 

Reliev’d  thy  Wants,  and  rais’d  thee  from  thy  State 
Of  Wretchednefs  in  which  thy  Fate  had  plung’d  thee  j 
To  rank  thee  in  my  Lift  of  noble  Friends  ; 

All  I  receiv’d  in  Surety  for  thy  Truth, 

Were  unregarded  Oaths ;  and  this,  this  Dagger, 

Given  with  a  worthlefs  Pledge,  thou  ftnee  haft  ftol’n  ; 

So  I  reftore  it  back  to  thee  again  ; 

Swearing  by  all  thofe  Powers  which  thou  haft  violated,, 
Never  from  this  curs’d  Hour  to  hold  Communion, 
Friendlhip  or  Interell  with  thee,  though  our  Years 
Never  from  this  curs’d  Hour  to  hold  Communion, 
Friendlhip  cr  Interell  with  thee,  though  our  Years 
Were  to  exceed  thofe  limited  the  World. 

Take  it — farewel - for  now  I  owe  thee  nothing. 

JJFFEIR. 

Say  thou  wilt  live  then. 

PIERRE, 

For  my  Life,  difpofe  it 
N  5  Juft 
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Juft  as  thou  wilt,  becaufe  ’tis  what  I’m  tir’d  with. 

J  A  F  F  E  I R. 

Oh,  Pierre  / 

PIERRE. 

No  more. 

J  AF  F  EIR. 

My  Eyes  won’t  lofe  Sight  of  thee, 
But  languilh  after  thine,  and  ake  with  gazing. 

PIERRE. 

Leave  me — Nay,  then  thus,  thus  I  throw  thee  from  me ; 
And  Curies  great  as  is  thy  Falfliood  catch  thee.  [Exit. 

J  A  FFEIR. 

Amen. 

He’s  gone,  my  Father,  Friend,  Prefervcr, 

A  na  here’s  tire  Portion  he  has  left  me.  [Holds  the  Dagger  up. 
This  Dagger,  well  remembered,  with  this  Dagger 
I  gave  a  folemn  Vow  of  dire  Importance ; 

Parted  with  this  and  Belvidera  together. 

Have  a  care,  Mem’fy,  drive  that  Thought  no  farther ; 
No,  I’ll  efteem  it  as  a  Friend’s  laft  Legacy, 

Treafure  it  up  within  this  wretched  Bofom, 

"Where  it  may  grow  acquainted  with  my  Heart, 

That  when  they  meet,  they  ftart  not  from  each  other. 

So;  now  for  thinking  :  A  Blow,  call’d  Traitor,  Villain-,, 
Coward,  difhonourable  Coward,  fough  ! 

Oh  for  a  long  found  Sleep,  and  fo  forget  it! 

Down,  bufy  Devil - - 

Enter  Belvidera* 

BELVIDERA. 

Whither  lhall  I  fly  ? 

Where  hide  me  and  my  Miferies  together  ? 

Where’s  now  the  Roman  Conftancy  I  boafled  ? 

Sunk  into  trembling  Fears  and  Defperation  1 
Not  daring  now  to  look  to  that  dear  Face 
Which  us’d  to  fmile  even  on  my  Faults,  but  down 

Bending 
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Bending  thefe  miferable  Eyes  on  Earth,  \ 

Muft  move  in  Penance,  and  implore  much  Mercy. 

J  AF  F  E  IR. 

Mercy  !  kind  Heav’n  has  Purely  endlefs  Stores 
Hoarded  for  thee  of  Bleflings  yet  un tailed  ; 

Let  Wretches  loaded  hard  with  Guilt,  as  I  am, 

Bow  with  the  Weight,  and  groan  beneath  the  Burden, 
Creep  with  a  Remnant  of  that  Strength  th’  have  left. 
Before  the  Footftool  of  that  Heav’n  th’  have  injured. 

Oh  Belvidera  !  I’m  the  wretched’ft  Creature 
E’er  crawl’d  on  Earth  :  now  if  thou’ft  Virtue,  help  me. 
Take  me  into  thy  Arms,  and  fpeak  the  Words  of  Peace 
To  my  divided  Soul,  that  wars  within  me, 

And  raifes  every  Senfe  to  my  Confufion  ; 

By  Heav’n  I’m  tottering  to  the  very  Brink 
Of  Peace ;  and  thou  art  all  the  Hold  I’ve  left. 

BEL  V  ID  ERA. 

Alas  1  I  know  thy  Sorrows  are  moil  mighty ; 

I  know  th’  haftCaufe  to  mourn,  to  mourn,  my  JaffeirT 
With  endlefs  Cries,  and  never-ceafing  Wailing. 

Thou’it  loft - 

J  A  F  F  EIR. 

Oh  I  have  loft  what  can’t  be  counted. 
My  Friend  too,  Belwidera  ;  that  dear  Friend, 

Vv  ho,  next  to  thee,  was  all  my  Health  rejoiced  in. 

Has  us’d  me  like  a  Slave  ;  ftiamefully  us’d  me  ; 

’T  would  break  thy  pitying  Heart  to  hear  the  Story. 
What  fhalllao?  Refentment,  Indignation, 

Love,  Pity,  Fear,  and  Mem’ry  how  I’ve  wrong’d  him, 
Diitraft  my  Quiet  with  the  very  Thought  on’t. 

And  tear  my  Heart  to  Pieces  in  my  Bofom. 

BELV1DER A . 

What  has  he  done  ? 

JAFFEIR . 

Thcu’dft  hare  me,  fhould  I  tell  thee, 

BEL  FIBER  A. 

N  6 


Why  ? 
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J  AF  F  E  I  R. 

Oh  he  has  us’d  me  !  yet  by  Keav’n  I  bear  it  ; 

Pie  has  us’d  me,  Beluidera  ;  but  firft  fwear 

That  when  I’ve  told  thee,  thou’it  not  loath  me  utterly, 

Tho’  vileft  Blots  and  Stains  appear  upon  me  ; 

But  dill  at  lead  with  charitable  Goodnefs, 

Be  near  me  in  the  Pangs  of  my  Affliction  ; 

Not  fcorn  me,  Belhjidera,  as  he  has  done. 

B  E  LV1DE  RA. 

Plavel  then  e’er  been  falfe,  that  now  I’m  doubted  ? 
Speak,  what’s  the  Caufe  I’m  grown  into  Diflrufr? 

Why  thought  unfit  to  hear  my  Love’s  Complaining  ?. 

JAFFE1R. 

Oh  ! 

BELVIDERA.. 

Tell  me. 

JAFFETR. 

Bear  my  Failings,  for  they’re  many- 
Oh  my  dear  Angel !.  in  that  Friend  I’ve  loft 
All  my  Soul’s  Peace  ;  for  every  Thought  of  him 
Strikes  my  Senfe  hard,  and  dead;  it  in  my  Brains ; 
Voaldlt  thou  believe  it  i 

BELVIDERA.. 

Speak. 

ja'ffeir. 

Before  we  parted,. 

Ere  yet  his  Guards  had  led  him  to  his  Prifon, 

Full  of  fevered  Sorrows  for  his  Sufferings, 

With  Eyes  o’erflowing,  and  a  bleeding  Heart,. 
Humbling  myfeif  almofl  beneath  my  Nature  i 
As  at  his  Feet  I  kneel’d,  and  fu’d  lor  Mercy, 

Forgetting  a!!  our  Friendfhip,  all  the  Dearnefs 
In  which  we’ve  liv’d  fo  many  Years  together. 

With  a  reproachful  Hand  he  dafh’d  a  Blow  : 

He  {truck  me,  BeFoidtra,  by  Hcav’n,  he  itruck  me. 
Buffeted,  cali'u  ine  Traitor,  Villain,  Coward. 

Am  I  a  Coward  ?  am  I  a  Villain  .?  tell  me  : 


Th’art 
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Th’art  the  beft  Judge,  and  mad’ft  me,  if  I  am  fo. 
Damnation  !  Coward ! 

BEL  VIDE  R  A. 

Oh  forgive  him,  Jajfeir. 

And  if  his  Sufferings  wound  thy  Heart  already. 

What  will  they  do  To-morrow  ? 

JAFFEIR. 

Hah ! 

BELVIDERA. 

To-morrow, 

When  thou  lhalt  fee  him  ftretch’d  in  all  the  Agonies 
Of  a  tormenting  and  a  fhameful  Death  ; 

His  bleeding  Bowels  and  his  broken  Limbs, 

Infulted  o’er  by  a  vile  butchering  Villain  ; 

What  will  thy  Heart  do  then  ?  Oh  fure  ’twill  ftream 
Like  my  Eyes  now. 

JAFFEIR . 

What  means  thy  dreadful  Story  ? 
Death,  and  To-morrow?  Broken  Limbs  and  Bowels? 
Infulted  o’er  by  a  vile  butchering  Villain  ? 

By  all  my  Fears  I  fhall  Hart  out  to  Madnefs 
With  barely  gueffing,  if  the  Truth’s  hid  longer.. 
BELVIDERA. 

The  faithlefs  Senators,  ’tis  they’ve  decreed  itr 
They  fay,  according  to  our  Friend’s  Requeft, 

They  fhall  have  Death,  and  not  ignoble  Bondage  : 
Declare  their  promis’d  Mercy  all  as  forfeited : 

Falfe  to  their  Oaths,  and  deaf  to  Interceflion.; 

Warrants  are  pafs’d  for  publick  Death  To-morrow. 

JAF  F  E  I  R. 

Death  !  doom’d  to  die  !  Condemn’d  unheard  !  un¬ 
pleaded  !. 

BELVIDERA. 

Nay,  cruel’fc  R.acks  and  Torments  are  preparing. 

To  force  Confeffions  from  their  dying  Pangs. 

Oh  do  not  lock  fo  terribly  upon  me  j 

How  your  Lips  fhake,  and  all  your  Face  diforder’d  ! 

What  means  my  Love  ? 


JAF- 
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JAFF  E1R. 

Leave  me,  Icharge  thee  leave  me — Strong  Temptations 
Wake  in  ray  Heart. 

B  ELV  ID  ERA. 

For  what  ? 

JAFFEIR. 

No  more,  but  leave  me. 

BELVIDERA. 

Why  ? 

JAFFEIR. 

Oh !  by  HeavTn  I  love  thee  with  that  Fondnefs, 

I  would  not  have  thee  Hay  a  Moment  longer. 

Near  thefe  curd  Hands :  Are  they  not  cold  upon  thee  ? 

[Pulls  the  Dagger  out  of  his  Bn/om,  and  puts  it  lack  again'. 

BELVIDERA. 

No  :  everlading  Comfort’s  in  thy  Arms. 

To  lean  thus  on  thy  Bread  is  fofter  Eafe, 

Than  downy  Pillows  deck’d  with  Leaves  of  Rofes. 

JAFFEIR. 

Alas !  thou  think’d  not  of  the  Thorns  ’tis  filled  withe 
Fly,  ere  they  gall  thee  :  there’s  a  lurking  Serpent 
Ready  to  leap,  and  ding  thee  to  thy  Heart : 

Art  thou  not  terrify’d  ? 

BELVIDERA . 

No. 

JAFFEIR. 

Call  to  mind 

What  thou  had  done,  and  whither  thou  had  brought  me. 

BELVIDERA. 

Hah! 

JAFFEIR. 

Where’s  my  Friend  ?  my  Friend,  thou  fmiling  Mifchief? 
Nay,  fhrink  not,  now  ’tis  too  late,  thou  fhouldd  have  ded 
When  thy  Guilt  fird  had  Caufe ;  for  dire  Revenge 
Is  up,  and  raging  for  my  Friend.  He  groans ! 

Hark  how  he  groans,  his  Screams  are  in  my  Ears 
Already ;  fee,  they’ve  fix’d  him  on  the  Wheel, 


And 
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And  now  they  tear  him — Murder  !  perjur’d  Senate! 
Murder — Oh ! — hark  thee,  Traitrefs,  thou  hall  done  this; 
Thanks  to  thy  Tears  and  falfe  perfuading  Love. 

How  her  Eyes  fpeak  !  O  thou  bewitching  Creature! 

[Fumbling  for  his  Dagger. 
Madnefs  can’t  hurt  thee  !  Come,  thou  little  Trembler,. 
Creep  into  my  Heart,  and  there  lie  fafe ; 

’Tis  thy  own  Citadel — hah — yet  Hand  off, 

Heav’n  mull  have  Juftice,  and  my  broken  Vows 
Will  fink  me  elfe  beneath  its  reaching  Mercy; 

I’ll  wink,  and  then  ’tis  done - 

BELFIDERJ. 

What  means  the  Lord 

Of  me,  my  Life  and  Love  ?  what’s  in  thy  Bofom, 

Thou  grafp’lt  at  fo  ?  nay,  why  am  I  thus  treated? 

[Dra-ujs  a  Dagger,  offers  to  fab  her . 
What  wilt  thou  do  ?  Ah  do  not  kill  me,  Jaffeir  : 

Pity  thefe  panting  Breafts,  and  trembling  Limbs, 

That  us’d  to  clafp  thee  when  thy  Looks  were  milder; 
That  yet  hang  heavy  on  my  unpurg’d  Soul : 

And  plunge  it  not  into  eternal  Darknefs.. 

JAFFEIR. 

No  BeFjidera,  when  we  parted  laft, 

I  gave  this  Dagger  with  thee  as  in  Trull,. 

To  be  thy  Portion,  if  I  e’er  prov’d  falfe. 

On  fuch  Condition  was  my  Truth  believ’d: 

But  now  ’tis  forfeited,  and  mull  be  paid  for. 

[Offers  to  fab  her  again. 
BELFIDERJ. 

Oh,  Mercy  !  [. Kneeling - 

JAFFEIR. 

Nay,  no  llruggling. 

BELF1DERA . 

Now  then  kill  me. 
[Leaps  upon  his  Neck,  and  kiffes  him. 
While  thus  I  cling  about  thy  cruel  Neck, 

Kifs  thy  revengeful  Lips,  and  die  in  Joys 
Greater  than  any  I  can  guefs  hereafter. 


J  A  F- 
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J  AFT  El  R. 

I  am,  I  am  a  Coward ;  witnefs  Heav’n, 

Witnefs  it,  Earth,  and  every  Being,  witnefs ; 

’Tis  but  one  Blow  !  Yet,  by  immortal  Love, 

I  cannot  longer  bear  a  Thought  to  harm  thee. 

[He  throws  away  the  Dagger  and  embraces  her. 
The  Seal  of  Providence  is  fure  upon  thee ; 

And  thou  wert  born  for  yet  unheard-of  Wonders : 

Oh  thou  wert  either  born  to  fave  or  damn  me  ! 

By  all  the  Power  that’s  given  thee  o’er  my  Soul, 

Ey  thy  refiftlefs  Tears  and  conquering  Smiles, 

By  the  victorious  Love  that  ftill  waits  on  thee : 

Fly  to  thy  cruel  Father;  fave  my  Friend, 

Or  all  our  future  Quiet’s  loft  for  ever : 

Fall  at  his  Feet,  cling  round  his  reverend  Knees ; 

Speak  to  him  with  thy  Eyes,  and  with  thy  Tears 
Melt  his  hard  Heart,  and  wake  dead  Nature  in  him, 
Crulh  him  in  th’Arms,  torture  him  with  thy  Softnefs : 
Nor,  ’till  thy  Prayars  are  granted,  fet  him  free, 

But  conquer  him,  as  thou  haft  conquer’d  me.  f  Ex. 


ACT  V.  S'C  ENE  L 

Enter  Peidli  folus. 

PRIULI. 

WHY,  cruel  Heav’n,  have  my  unhappy  Days 

Been  lengthen’d  to  this  fad  one  ?  Oh  !  Difhoncur 
And  deathlefs  Infamy  are  fall’n  upon  me. 

Was  ir  my  Fault?  Am  I  a  Traitor?  No- 

But  then,  my  only  Child,  my  Daughter,  wedded  ; 

There  my  beft  Blood  runs  foul,  and  a  Difcafe 
Incurable  has  feiz’d  upon  my  Memory, 

To  make  it  ret  and  ftink  to  After- ages. 


Curs’d 
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Curs’d  be  the  fatal  Minute  when  I  got  her. 

Or  would  that  I’d  been  any  Thing  but  Man, 

And  rais’d  an  IITtae  which  would  ne’er  have  wrong’d  me. 
The  miferable  Creatures  (Man  excepted) 

Are  not  the  lefs  efteem’d,  tho’  their  Poderity 
Degenerate  from  the  Virtues  of  their  Fathers ; 

The  vilefh  Beads  are  happy  in  their  Offsprings, 

While  only  Man  gets  Traitors,  Whores,  and  Villains,. 
Curd  be  the  Names,  and  fome  fwift  Blow  from  Fate 
Lay  his  Head  deep,  where  mine  may  be  forgotten. 

Enter  BelviDERA  in  a  Eng  Mourning  Veil, 

BE  L  V  IDE  R  A. 

He’s  there,  my  Father,  my  inhuman  Father, 

That,  for  three  Years,  has  left  an  only  Child 
Expos’d  to  all  the  Outrages  of  Fate, 

And  cruel  Ruin — oh  ! - 

P  R  IUL  I. 

What  Child  of  Sorrow 

Art  thou  that  corn’d  thus  wrapp’d  in  Weeds  of  Sadnefs, 
And  mov’d  as  if  thy  Steps  were  towards  a  Grave  ? 
BELVIDERA. 

A  Wretch,  who  from  the  very  Top  of  HappineCs 
Am  fall’n  into  the  lowed  Depths  of  Mifery, 

And  want  your  pitying  Hand  to  raife  me  up. 

P  R  IUL  I. 

Indeed  thou  talk’d  as  thou  hadd  taded  Sorrows ; 
Would  I  could  help  thee. 

BELVIDERA. 

’Tis  greatly  in  your  Power  : 
The  World  too  fpeaks  you  charitable ;  and  I, 

Who  ne’er  afle’d  Alms  before,  in  that  dear  Hope 
Am  come  a  begging  to  you,  Sir. 

P  R  IUL  I. 

For  what  ? 
BELVIDERA. 

Oh,  well  regard  me;  is  this  Voice  a  drange  one  ! 

Conlider 
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Confider  too,  when  Beggars  once  pretend 
A  Cafe  like  mine,  no  little  will  content  ’em. 

PR  IV  II. 

What  would’ft:  thou  beg  for  1 

B  E  L  V I D  E  R  A. 

Pity  and  Forgivenefs.  [Throws  up  her  Veil. 
By  the  kind  tender  Names  of  Child  and  Father, 

Hear  my  Complaints,  and  take  me  to  your  Love. 

P  R  IV  LI. 

My  Daughter  ? 

BELVIDERA. 

Yes,  your  Daughter,  by  a  Mother 
Virtuous  and  noble,  faithful  to  your  Honour, 

Obedient  to  your  Will,  kind  to  your  Wifhes, 

Dear  to  your  Arms.  By  all  the  Joys  fhe  gave  you, 
When  in  her  blooming  Years  Ihe  was  your  Treafurc, 
Look  kindly  on  me ;  in  my  Face  behold 
The  Lineaments  of  her’s  you’ve  kifs’d  fo  often. 

Pleading  the  Caufe  of  your  poor  caft-off  Child. 

P  R  IV  LI. 

Thou  art  my  Daughter. 

BELVIDERA. 

Yes - and  you’ve  oft  told  me 

With  Smiles  of  Love,  and  chafte  paternal  Kifles, 

I’d  much  R.efemblance  of  my  Mother. 

PRIUL  I. 

Oh! 

Hadft  thou  inherited  her  matchlefs  Virtues 
I’d  been  too  blefs’d. 

BEL  VID  ERA. 

Nay,  do  not  call  to  Memory 
My  Difobedience,  but  let  Pity  enter 
Into  your  Heart,  and  quite  deface  th’  Impreflion. 

For  could  you  think  how  mine’s  perplext,  what  Sadnefs, 
Fears  and  Defpairs  diftradl  the  Peace  within  me, 

Ghd  you  would  take  me  in  your  dear  dear  Arms, 

Hover  with  ftrong  Compaffion.  o’er  your  young  One, 

To 
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To  flicker  me  with  a  protedling  Wing 

From  the  black  gather’d  Storm,  that’s  juft,  juft  breaking. 

PR  IV  LI. 

Don’t  talk  thus. 

BELFIDERA.  . 

Yes,  I  muft,  and  you  muft  hear  too, 

I  have  a  Hufband. 

PRIULI. 

Damn  him. 

BELV1DERA. 

Oli !  do  not  curfe  him  ; 

He  would  not  fpeak  fo  hard  a  Word  towards  you 
On  any  Terms,  howe’er  he  deal  with  me. 

PRIULI. 

Hah  !  what  means  my  Child  ? 

EEL  FIDE  R  A. 

Oh  !  there’s  but  this  fhort  Moment 
’Tvvixt  me  and  Fate  :  Yet  fend  me  not  with  Curfes 
Down  to  my  Grave ;  afford  me  one  kifld  Blefling 
before  we  part :  Juft  take  me  in  your  Arms, 

And  recommend  me  with  a  Pray’r  to  Heav’n, 

That  I  may  die  in  Peace;  and  when  I’m  dead— — » 

PRIULI. 

How  my  SouPs  catch’d  ! 

BELFIDERA. 

Lay  me,  I  beg  you,  lay  me 
By  the  dear  Afhes  of  my  tender  Mother. 

She  would  have  pitied  me,  had  Fate  yet  fpar’d  her. 
PRIULI. 

By  Heav’n,  my  aking  Heart  forebodes  much  Mifchief, 
Tell  me  thy  Story,  for  I’m  ftill  thy  Father. 

BELFIDERA. 

No,  I’m  contented. 

PRIULI. 

Speak. 

BELFIDERA. 
lSTo  matter. 


PR  I- 
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PRIUL  I. 


Tell  me. 

By  yon  blefs’d  Heav’n,  my  Heart  runs  o’er  with  Fondnefs. 


Oh  ! 

U  tter’t. 


BELV1DERA. 

P  R  IV  LI. 
BELFIDERA. 


Oh  my  Kufband,  my  dear  Hufband 
Carries  a  Dagger  in  Iris  once  kind  Bofom, 

To  pierce  the  Heart  of  your  poor  Beluidera. 


Kill  thee ! 


P  R  IV  LI. 

B  E  L  V I  D  E  R  A. 


Yes,  kill  me.  When  he  pafs’d  his  Faith 
And  Covenant  againft  your  State  and  Senate, 

He  gave  me  up  as  Hoftage  for  his  Truth : 

Wich  me  a  Dagger,  and  a  dire  Commiffion, 

Whene’er  he  fail’d,  to  plunge  it  through  this  Bofom. 

I  learnt  the  Danger,  chofe  the  Hour  of  Love 
T’attempt  his  Heart,  and  bring  it  back  to  Honour. 
Great  Love  prevail’d,  and  blefs’d  me  with  Succefs  j 
He  came,  confefs’d,  betray’d  his  deareft  Friends, 

For  promis’d  Mercy.  Now  they’re  doom’d  to  fuffer. 
Gall’d  with  Remembrance  of  what  then  was  fworn. 

If  they  are  loir,  he  vows  t’appeafe  the  Gods 

With  this  poor  Life,  and  make  my  Blood  th’Atonement. 


Heav’ns  ! 


PRIUL  I. 


BELVIDERA. 

Think  you  faw  what  pad  at  our  laft  parting  ; 
Think  you  beheld  him  like  a  raging  Lion, 

Facing  the  Earth,  and  tearing  up  his  Steps, 

Fate  in  his  Eyes,  and  roaring  with  the  Pain 
Of  burning  Fury;  think  you  faw  one  Hand 
Fix’d  on  my  Throat,  whilft  the  extended  other 
Grafp’d  a  keen  threatning  Dagger  ;  Oh!  ’twas  thus 
We  laii  embrac’d ;  when  trembling  with  Revenge, 


He 
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He  dragg’d  me  to  the  Ground,  and  at  my  Bofom 
Prefented  horrid  Death  ;  cry’d  out,  My  Friends, 

Where  are  my  Friends  ?  fvvore,  wept,  rag’d,  threaten’d, 
lov’d  ; 

For  yet  he  lov’d,  and  that  dear  Love  preferv’d  me. 

To  this  laft  Trial  of  a  Father’s  Pity. 

I  fear  not  Death,  but  cannot  bear  a  Thought 
That  that  dear  Hand  fhould  do  the  unfriendly  Office. 

If  I  was  ever  then  your  Care,  now  hear  me ; 

Fly  to  the  Senate,  fave  the  promis’d  Lives 

Of  his  dear  Friends,  ere  mine  be  made  the  Sacrifice. 

P  RIUL  I. 

Oh,  my  Heart’s  Comfort ! 

BELVIDERA. 

Will  you  not,  my  Father  ? 

Weep  not,  but  anfwer  me. 

P  RIUL  I. 

By  Heav’n,  I  will. 

Not  one  of  ’em  but  what  fhall  be  immortal. 

Can’ft  thou  forgive  me  all  my  Follies  part, 

I’ll  henceforth  be  indeed  a  Father ;  never, 

Never  more  thus  expofe,  but  cherifh  thee. 

Dear  as  the  vital  Warmth  that  feeds  my  Life  : 

Dear  as  thefe  Eyes  that  weep  in  Fondnefs  o’er  thee. 
Peace  to  thy  Heart.  Farewel. 

BELVIDERA. 

Go,  and  remember 

’Tis  Belvidera'i  Life  her  Father  pleads  for.  [Ex.  federally. 

Enter  Antonio. 

A  N  T  O  N  I  O. 

Hum,  hum,  hah. 

Signior  Priuli,  my  Lord  Priuli,  my  Lord,  my  Lord,  my 
Lord  :  How  we  Lords  love  to  call  one  another  by  our 

Titles.  My  Lord,  my  Lord,  my  Lord - Pox  on 

him,  I  am  a  Lord  as  well  as  he.  And  fo  let  him  fid¬ 
dle - I’ll  warrant  him  he’s  gone  to  the  Senate-Houfe, 

and 
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and  I’ll  be  there  too,  Toon  enough  for  fome  body.  Odd 

* - here’s  a  tickling  Speech  about  the  Plot,  I’ll  prove 

there’s  a  Plot  with  a  Vengeance - Would  I  had  it 

without  Book  ;  let  me  fee - 

Mod  reverend  Senators, 

That  there  is  a  Plot,  furely  by  this  Time,  no  Man  that 
hath  Eyes  or  Underftanding  in  his  Head  will  prefume  to 

doubt;  ’tis  as  plain  as  the  Light  in  the  Cucumber - 

no - hold  there - Cucumber  does  not  come  in  yet 

— ’tis  plain  as  the  Light  in  the  Sun,  or  as  the  Man 
in  the  Moon,  even  at  Noon-day.  It  is  indeed  a  Pumkin- 
Plot,  which,  juft  as  it  was  mellow,  we  have  gather’d, 
and  now  we  have  gather’d  it,  prepar’d  and  drefs’d  it, 
fliall  we  throw  it  like  a  pickled  Cucumber  out  at  the 
Window?  No:  That  is  not  only  a  bloody,  horrid,  exe¬ 
crable,  damnable  and  audacious  Plot ;  but  it  is,  as  I  may 
fo  fay,  a  fawcy  Plot :  and  we  all  know,  moft  reverend 
Fathers,  that  which  is  Sawce  for  a  Goofe  is  Sawce  for  a 
Gander  :  Therefore,  I  fay,  as  thofe  Blood-thirfty  Ganders 
of  the  Confpiracy  would  have  deftroyed  us  Geefe  of  the 
Senate,  let  us  make  Haile  to  deftroy  them;  fo  I  humbly 

move  for  Hanging - Hah,  hurry  durry - T  think  this 

will  do ;  though  I  was  fomething  out  at  firft,  about  the 
Sun  and  the  Cucumber. 

Enter  A  qjj  i  l  i  n  a. 

A$JJ  IL  IN  A. 

Good-morrow,  Senator. 

ANTONIO. 

Nacky,  my  dear  Nacky;  Morrow  Nacky;  odd  I  am 
very  briik,  very  merry,  very  pert,  very  jovial ! — ha  a  a  a  a — 
kifs  me,  Nacky  ;  how  doft  thou  do  my  little  tory  rory 
Strumpet  ?  kifs  me,  I  fay,  Huzzy  kifs  me. 

A$JJ1L  IN  A. 

Kifs  me,  Nacky  !  hang  you,  Sir  Coxcomb,  hang  you, 
Sir. 


AN- 
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A  NT  0  N 10. 

Haity  taity,  is  it  fo  indeed  ?  with  all  my  Heart,  faith 

— — Hey,  then  up  go  we,  faith - Hey,  then  up  go  we, 

Dum  dum  derum  dump.  [Sings. 

A  $JJ  I  LINA. 

Signior. 

ANTONIO. 

Madona. 

A  QJJ I L  IN  A. 

Do  you  intend  to  die  in  your  own  Bed  ? - - 

ANTONIO. 

About  threefcore Years  hence  much  may  be  done  myDear. 

A  g>JJ  I L  I N  A. 

You’ll  be  hang’d,  Signior. 

ANTONIO. 

Hang’d  Sweet-heart,  pr’y  thee  be  quiet ;  hang’d  quoth-a, 
that’s  a  merry  Conceit  with  all  my  Heart;  why,  thou 
jok’ft,  Nacky ;  thou  art  given  to  joking.  I’ll  fwear ; 
well,  I’ll  proteft,  Nacky,  nay,  I  mull:  proteft,  and  will 
proteft,  that  I  love  joking  dearly,  Man.  And  I  love  thee 
for  joking,  and  I’ll  kifs  thee  for  joking,  and  towfe  thee 
for  jokings  and,  odd,  I  have  a  deviiilh  Mind  to  take  thee 
afide  about  that  Bufxnefs  for  joking  too  ;  odd  I  have,  and 
Hey  then  up  go  we,  dum  dum  derum  dump.  [Sings. 

A  QJU  I  L  IN  A. 

See  you  this,  Sir  ?  [Draws  a  Dagger. 

ANTONIO. 

O  Laud,  a  Dagger !  Oh  Laud !  it  is  naturally  my  Aver- 
lion,  I  cannot  endure  the  Sight  on’t ;  hide  it,  for  Heaven’s 

fake,  I  cannot  look  that  Way  ’till  it  be  gone - • — hide 

it,  hide  it,  oh,  oh,  hide  it ! 

AQUILINA. 

Yes,  in  your  Heart  I’ll  hide  it. 

ANTONIO. 

My  Heart !  what  hide  a  Dagger  in  my  Heart’s  Blood  ! 

AQUlilNA. 

Yes,  in  thy  Heart,  thy  Throat,  thou  pamper’d  Devil ; 

Thou 
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Thou  haft  help’d  to  fpoil  my  Peace,  and  I’llhaveVengeance 
On  thy  curft  Life,  for  all  the  bloody  Senate, 

The  perjur’d  faithlefs  Senate:  Where’s  my  Lord, 

My  Happinefs,  my  Love,  my  God,  my  Hero  ? 

Doom’d  by  thy  accurfed  Tongue,  amongft  the  reft, 

T’  a  Ihameful  Rack?  By  all  the  Rage  that’s  in  me. 

I’ll  be  whole  Years  in  murdering  thee. 

ANT  ONI  O. 

Why,  Nacky, 

Wherefore  fo  paftionate  ?  what  have  I  done  ?  what’s  the 
Matter  my  dear  Nacky  ?  Am  not  I  thy  Love,  thy  Hap¬ 
pinefs,  thy  Lord,  thy  Hero,  thy  Senator,  and  every  Thing 
in  the  World,  Nacky? 

A  QU I  LINA 

Thou  !  Think’ft  thou,  thou  art  fit  to  meet  my  Joys ; 

To  bear  the  eager  Clafps  of  my  Embraces  ? 

Give  me  my  Pierre,  or - 

ANTONIO. 

Why,  he’s  to  be  bang’d,  little  Nacky; 

Trufs’d  up  for  Treafon,  and  fo  forth,  Child. 

A$JJ  1L  IN  A. 

Thou  ly’ft ;  ftcp)  down  thy  Throat  that  hellifh  Sentenc 
Or  ’tis  thy  laft  :  Swear  that  my  Love  fhall  live. 

Or  thou  art  dead. 

ANTONIO. 

Ah,  h  h  h. 

AgJJIL  IN  A. 

Swear  to  recal  his  Doom ; 
Swear  at  my  Feet,  and  tremble  at  my  Fury. 

ANTONIO. 

I  do  :  Nov/  if  Ihe  would  but  kick  a  little  Bit,  or.e  Kick 
Ah,  h  h  h.  [now, 

AQJJIL  IN  A. 

Swear,  or - — 

ANTONIO. 

I  do ;  by  thefe  dear  fragrant  Foots, 
AndlittleToes,  fweetas,  e  eee,  myNacky,  Nacky, Nacky. 

A$JJ  I- 
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AQJJ1L1 NA. 

How ! 

ANTONIO. 

Nothing  but  untie  thy  Shce-ftring  a  little,  faith  and  troth, 
1'hat’s  all,  that’s  all,  as  I  hope  to  live,  Nacky,  that’s  all. 
A  GUILIN  A. 

Nay  then - 

A  NT  0  N  TO. 

Hold,  hold;  thy  Love,  thy  Lord,  thy  Hero 
Shall  be  preferv’d  and  fafe. 

A  £>JJ  I L  IN  A. 

Or  may  this  Poniard 

Ruft  in  thy  Heart. 

ANTONIO. 

With  all  my  Soul. 

A  QV I  LINA. 

-Farewel -  [Ex.  Aquil. 

ANTONIO. 

Adieu.  Why  what  a  bloody-minded  inveterate  terma¬ 
gant  Strumpet  have  I  been  plagu’d  with  !  oh,  h,  hd  Yet 
more  !  nay,  then  I  die,  I  die-— I  am  dead  alrea  ly. 

[Stretches  cut  hlnfclf . 

'Enter  J  a  r  f  e  i  r-. 

JAFFE1  R. 

Final  Deftru&ion  feize  on  all  the  World-: 

Bend  down  ye  Heavens,  and  Ihutting  round  this  Earth, 
Crulh  the  vile  Globe  into  its  firil  Confuftom; 

Scorch  it  with  elemental  Flames  to  one  curs’d  Cinder, 
And  all  ms  little  Creepers  in’t  call’d  Men, 

Burn,  burn  to  nothing:  but  let  Venice  burn 
Hotter  than  all  the  reft  :  here  kindle  Hell, 

Ne'er  to  extinguifh;  and  let  Souls  hereafter 
Groan  here,  in  all  -thofe  Pains  which  mine  feels  now. 


Vo  l.  lit. 
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Enter  Belvidera. 

BELVIDERA. 

My  Life——  [ Meeting  him . 

JAFFE1R. 

My  Plague -  '  [ Turning  from  her. 

BELVIDERA. 

Nay  then  I  fee  my  Ruin  : 

If  I  mull  die  ! 

JAFFEIR. 

No,  Death’s  this  Day  too  bufy  ; 

Thy  Father’s  ill-tim’d  Mercy  came  too  late. 

I  thank  thee  for  thy  Labours  tho,’  and  him  too. 

But  all  my  poor  betray’d  unhappy  Friends 
Have  Summons  to  prepare  for  Fate’s  black  Hour; 

And  yet  I  live. 

BELVIDERA. 

Then  be  the  next  my  Doom  • 

I  fee  thou  haft  pafs’d  my  Sentence  in  thy  Heart, 

And  I’ll  no  longer  weep  or  plead  againft  it, 

But  with  the  humbleit,  moft  obedient  Patience 
Meet  thy  dear  Hands,  and  kifs  ’em  when  they  wound  line. 
Indeed  I  am  willing,  hut  I  beg  thee  do  it 
With  fome  Remorfe  ;  and  when  thou  giv’ft  the  Blow, 
View  me  with  Eyes  of  a  relenting  Love, 

And  ihew  me  Pity,  for  ’twill  fweeten  Juftice. 

J  A  F  F  E  1  R. 

Shew  Pity  to  thee  ! 

BELVIDERA. 

Yes;  and  when  thy  Hand’s 
Charg’d  with  my  Fate,  come  trembling  to  the  Deed, 

As  thou  haft  done  a  thoufand  thoufand  Times 
T  >  this  poorBreaft,  when  kinder  Rage  has  brought  thee, 
Wi.en  our  fting’u  Hearts  have  leap’d  to  meet  each  other. 
And  melting  Kiftes  feal’d  our  Lips  together; 

When  joys  have  left  me  gafping  in  thy  Arms: 

So  let  my  Death  come  now,  and  I’ll  not  Ihrink  from’t. 

jj  p- 
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JAFFEIR. 

Nay,  BelAdera,  do  not  fear  my  Cruelty, 

Nor  let  the  Thoughts  of  Death  perplex  thy  Fancy; 

But  anfwer  me  to  what  I  fhall  demand, 

With  a  firm  Temper  and  unlhaken  Spirit. 

B  E  LVID  E  F  A. 

I  will,  when  I’ve  done  weeping - - 

JAFFEIR. 

Fy,  no  more  on't — - 
How  long  is’t  fince  that  miferable  Day 
We  wedded  firft  ? 

B  ELF  ID  ERA. 

Oh! 

JAFFEIR. 

Nay,  keep  in  thy  Tears, 

Left  they  unman  me  too. 

BEL  FID  ERA. 

Heav’n  knows,  I  cannot; 

The  Words  you  utter  found  fo  very  fadly, 

Thefe  Streams  will  follow - 

JAFFEIR. 

Come,  I’ll  kifs  ’em  dry  then. 

BELVIDERA . 

iBut  was’t  a  miferable  Day? 

JAFFEIR. 

A  curft  one. 

BEL  FID  E  R  A. 

I  thought  it  otherwife ;  and  you’ve  oft  fworn 
In  the  tranfporting  Hours  of  warmeft  Love, 

When  fureyou  fpoke  theTruth,  you’ve  fworn  you  blefs’d  it 

JAFFEIR. 

’Twas  a  ralh  Oath. 

'BEEF  ID  ERA. 

Then  why  am  I  not  curft  too  ? 

JAFFEIR. 

No,  Be!<videra,  by  th’  eternal  Troth, 

I  doat  with  too  much  Fondnefs, 

O  2 
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BELVIDERA. 

Still  To  kind  ! 

Still  then  do  you  love  me  ? 

JAFFEIR. 

Nature,  in  her  Workino-s, 

*  •  •  C>  ; 

Inclines  not  with  more  Ardour  to  Creation, 

Than  I  do  now  towards  thee  :  Man  ne’er  was  blefs’d. 
Since  the  firft  Pair  firft  met,  as  I  have  been. 

BELV1DERA. 

Then  fure  you  will  not  curfe  me. 

J  A  FE  E  JR. 

No,  I’ll  blefs  thee. 

I  came  on  purpofe,  Rel-oidera,  to  blefs  thee. 

’Tis  now,  I  think,  three  Years  we’ve  liv’d  together. 

BEL  VIDE  R  A. 

And  may  no  fatal  Minute  ever  part  us, 

’Till  reverend  grown,  for  Age  and  Love,  we  go 
Down  to  one  Grave,  as  our  laft  Bed,  together. 

There  fleep  in  Peace  ’till  an  eternal  Morning. 

JAFFEIR. 

When  will  that  be  ?  [Sightn*. 

BELVIDERA. 

I  hope  long  Ages  hence. 

jaffeir. 

Have  I  not  hitherto  (1  beg  thee  tell  me 
Thy  very  Fears)  us’d  thee  with  tender’ll  Love  ? 

Did  e’er  my  Soul  rife  up  in  Wrath  againll  thee  ? 

Did  I  e’er  frown  when  Belvidera  fmil’d. 

Or,  by  the  leaft  unfriendly  Word,  betray 
Abating  Paffionr  have  I  ever  wrong’d  thee? 

BELVIDERA. 

No. 

JAFFEIR. 

Has  my  Heart,  or  have  my  Eyes  e’er  wandsi’d 
To  any  other  Woman  ? 

BELVIDERA. 

Never,  never - 
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I  were  the  worit  of  falfe  Ones,  fliould  I  accufe  thee. 

1  own  I’ve  been  too  happy,  blefs’d  above 
My  Sex’s  Charter. 

JJFFEIR. 

Did  I  not  fay  I  came  to  blefs  thee  ? 

B  E  L  V I  D  E  R  A. 

y 

JAFFE1R. 

Then  hear  me,  bounteous  Heav’n  ; 

Pour  down  your  Bleffings  on  this  beauteous  Head, 
Where  everlafting  Sweets  are  always  fpringing. 

With  a  continual  giving  Hand  ;  let  Peace, 

Honour,  and  Safety  always  hover  round  her  : 

Feed  her  with  Pienty,  let  her  Eyes  ne’er  fee1 
A  Sight  of  Sorrow,  nor  her  Heart  know  Mourning  : 
Crown  all  her  Days  with  joy,,  her  Nights  with  Reft, 
Harmfefs  as  her  own  Thoughts ;  and  prop  her  Virtue, 
To  bear  the  Lofs  of  one  that  too  much  lov’d; 

And  comfort  her  witE  Patience  in  our  Parting. 

BEEVIDERA. 

How,  parting,  parting? 

JA'FFEIR: 

Yes,  for  ever  parting ; 
i  have  fworn,  Belvidera,  by  yon  Heav’n, 

That  beft  can  tell  how  much  I  lofe  to  leave  thee. 

We  part  this  Hour  for  ever. 

BEEVIDERA. 

Oh  call  back 

Your  cruel  Bleffing;  flay  with  me  and  curfe  me ! 
JAFFE1R. 

No,  ’tis  refolv’d. 

BELVJDERJ. 

Then  hear  me  too,  juft  Heav’n ; 
Pour  down  your  Curfes  on  this  wretched  Head 
With  never-ceafing  Vengeance ;  let  Defpair, 

Danger  or  Infamy,  nay,  all  furround  mej 
Starve  me  with  Wantings ;  let  my  Eyes  ne’er  fee 

O  3 
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A  Sight  of  Comfort,  nor  my  Heart  know  Peace  ; 

Bat  dafii  my  Days  with  Sorrow,  Nights  with  Horrors, 
Wild  as  my  own  Thoughts  now,  and  let  loofe  Fury 
To  make  me  mad  enough  for  what  I  lofe, 

If  1  mult  lofo  him.  If  i  muB !  I  will  not. 

Qh  turn  and  hear  me. 

'  J  A  F  F  E  I R. 

Now  hold,  Heart,  or  never. 

BELV1DERA. 

By  all  the  tender  Days  we’ve  liv’d  together, 

By  all  our  charming  Nights,  and  Joys  that  crown’d,  ’em. 
Pity  my  fad  Condition  ;  fpeak,  but  fpeak. 

JAFFE1R .  , 

Oh. 

BELV1DERA. 

By  thefe  Arms  that  now  cling  round  thy  Neck, 

By  this  dear  Kifs,  and  by  ten  thoufand  more, 

By  thefe  poor  Breaming  Eyes— 

JAFFE-JR. 

Murder!  un-hold  me : 

By  the  immortal  DeBiny  that  doom’d  me 

[Draws  his  Dagger* 

To  this  curs’d  Minute,  I’ll  not  live  one  longer  3, 

Refolve  to  let  me  go,  or  fee  me  fall - 

BELV1DERA. 

Hold,  Sir,  be  patient. 

JAFFE1R .. 

Hark,  the  difmal  Bell  [Raffing- Bell  toRu. 
Tolls  out  for  Death  !  I  muB  attend  its  Call  too ; 

For  my  poor  Friend,  my  dying  Pierre  expe<B$  me ; 

He  fent  a  MeBage  to  require  I’d  fee  him 
Before  he  dy’d,  and  take  his  laB  Forgivenefs. 

Farewel  for  ever. 

BEL  VIDE  R  A. 

Leave  thy  Dagger  with  me.. 
Bequeath  me  fomet-hing — Not  one  Kifs  at  parting  ? 

Oh  my  poor  Heart,  when  wilt  thou  break  ? 

[Going  out )  looks  back  at  her 

J4FFEIR , 
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JAFFE  I R. 

Yet  flay. 

We  have  a  Chile!,  as  yet  a  tender  Infant, 

Be  a  kind  Mother  to  him  when  I’m  gone. 

Breed  him  in  Virtue  arid  the  Paths  of  Honour, 

But  let  him  never  know  his  Father’s  Story; 

I  charge  thee  guard  him  from  the  Wrongs  my  Fate 
May  do  his  future  Fortune,  or  his  Name. 

Now - nearer  yet - -  [ Approaching  each  other* 

Oh  that  my  Arms  were  rivetted 
Thus  round  thee  ever !  but  my  Friends,  my  Oath  ! 
This,  and  no  more.  [AV^r  her. 

B  El  FID  ERA. 

Another,  fare  another 

For  that  poor  little  One  you’ve  ta’en  fuch  Care  of, 

I’ll  give’t  him  truly. 

JAFFEIR. 

So,  now  far'ewel. 

BEL  FIBER  A. 

For  ever  ? 

JAFFEIR. 

Heav’n  knows  for  ever ;  all  good  Angels  guard  thee.  [Exit. 
BELFIDERA. 

All  ill  ones  fare  had  Charge  of  me  this  Moment. 
Curfl:  be  my  Days,  and  doubly  Curft  my  Nights, 

Which  Imuft  now  mourn  out  in  Widow’d  Tears; 
Elalted  be  every  Herb,  and  Fruit,  and  Tree; 

Curft  be  the  Rain  that  falls  upon  the  Earth, 

And  may  the  general  Curie  reach-Man  and  Beall  ; 

Oh  give  me  Daggers,  Fire  or  Water; 

How  I  could  bleed,  how  burn,  how  drown,  the  Waves 
Huzzing  and  booming  round  my  linking  Head, 

’Till  I  defeended  to  the  peaceful  Bottom  ! 

Oh  there’s  all  Quiet,  here  all  Rage  and  Fury; 

The  Air’s  too  thin,  and  pierces  my  weak  Brain : 

I  long  for  thick  fabftantial  Sleep  :  Hell !  Hell ! 

Burft  front  the  Centra,  rage  and  roar  aloud, 
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If  thou  art  half  fo  hot,  fo  mad  as  I  am. 

Enter  Friuli  and  Servants. 

Who’s  there?  [They  feize  her. 

PRIULI. 

Run,  fdze,  and  bring  her  fafely  Home, 
Guard  her  as  you  would  Life  :  Alas,  poor  Creature ! 

BEL  V  ID  ERA. 

What,  to  my  ITufband  ?  then  conduct  me  quickly : 
.Are  all  Things  ready  ?  ihall  we  die  mo  ft  gloriouHy  ? 

Say  not  a  Word  of  this  to  my  old. Father 
Murmuring  Streams,  foft  Shades,  and  fpringihg  Flowers* 
Lutes,  Laurels,  Seas  cf  Milk,  and  Ships  of  Amber.  [Ex. 

SCENE  opening,  difeovers  a  Scaffold  atid  a  Wheel  prepared 
for  the  executing  cf  Pierre;  then  enter  Offcers,  Pierre,. 
i  and  Guards,  a  Friar,  Executioner,  and  a  great-  Rabble. 

OFFICER. 

Room,  Room  there - Hand  ail  by,  make  Room  for 

the  Prifoner. 

P  I  ERR E . 

My  Friend  not  come  yet  ? 

F  R  I  JR. 

Why  are  you  fo  obltinate  i 
PIE  RR  E- 

Why  you  To  troubleforne,  that  a  poor  Wretch- 
Can’t  die  in  Peace, 

But  you,  like  Ravens,  will  be  croaking  round  him  ? 

FRIAR. 

Yet,  Heav’n - 

PIE  R  RE. 

I  tell  thee,  Heav’n  and  I  are  Friends : 

I  ne’er  broke  Peace  with’t  yet  by  cruel  Murders, 

Rapine  or  Perjury,  or  vile  Deceiving 
But  liv’d  in  moral  Juftice  towards  all  Men  ; 

Nor  am  a  Foe  to  the  moll  ftrong  Believers, 

Howe’er  my  own  fhort-fighted  Faith  confine  me. 
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F  R  1 A  R. 

But  an  all-feeing  Judge - 

FI  ERR  E. 

You  fay  my  Confcience 
Muft  be  my  Accafer :  I  have  fearch’d  that  Confcience, . 
And  find  no  Records  there  of  Crimes  that  fcare  me. 

FRIAR. 

’Tis  fliange  you  Ihould  want  Faith. . 

PIER  RE. 

You  want  to  lead 

My  Reafon  blindfold,  like  a  hamper’d  Lion, 

Check’d  of  its  nobler  Vigour :  then  when  baited 
Down  to  obedient  Tamenefs,  make  it  couch. 

And  fifew  ftrange  Tricks,  which  you,  call  Sigr.s  of  Faith 
So  filly  Souls  are  gull’d,,  and  you  get  Money. 

Away,  no  more :  Captain, .  I’d  have  hereafter 
This  Fellow  write  no  Lies  of  my  Converfion, 

BecauiC  he  has  crept  upon  my  troubled  Hours. . 

Enter  Jaffh  ir,. 

J  AF  F  E  I R; 

Hold  :  Eyes  be  dry  ;  Heart,  ftrengthen  me  to  bear. 
This  hideous  Sight,  and  humble  me  to  take 
Therlail  Forgivenefs  of  a  dying  Friend,1 
Betray’d  by  my  vile  Fallhood  to  his  Ruin., 

Qh  Pierre  ! 

PIER  R  E. 

Yet  nearer. 

JAF  F  El  R. 

Crawling  on  my  Knees, , 

And  proftrate  on  the  Earth  let  me  approach  thee  : 

How  lhall  Llook  up  to  thy  injur’d  F'ace, . 

That  always  us’d  to  fmile  with  Friendfiiip  on  me  ?i 
It  darts  an  Air  of  fo  much  manly  Virtue, 

That  I,  methinks,  look  little  in  thy  Sight, 

And  Stripes  are  fitter  for  me,  than  Embraces. 

O  5  Pill 
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PIERRE. 

Dear  to  my  Arms,  tho’  thou’ft  undone  my  Fame.- 
J  can’t  forget  to  love  thee:  pr’ythee,  Jaffeir , 
Forgive  that  filthy  Blow  my  Pafiion  dealt  thee; 

I’m  now  preparing  for  the  Land  of  Peace, 

And  fain  would  have  the  charitable  Wilhes 
Of  all  good  Men,  like  thee,  to  blefs  my  Journey. 

JAF  E  E  IH. 

Good  !  I’m  the  vileft  Creature,  worfe  than  e’er 
Suffer’d  the  fhameful  Fate  thou’rt  going  to  tafte  of.- 
Why  was  I  fent  for  to  be  us’d  thus  kindly  ? 

Call,  call  me  Villain,  as  I  am  ;  defcribe 
The  foul  Complexion  of  my  hateful  Deeds ; 

Lead  me  to  th’  Rack,  and  ftretch  me  in  thy  Stead, 
I’ve  Crimes  enough  to  give  it  its  full  Load, 

And  do  it  Credit:  thou  wilt  but  fpoil  the  ufe  on’t, 
And  honed  Men  hereafter  bear  its  Figure 
About  ’em  as  a  Charm  from  treacherous  Friendfhip. 
OFFICER. 


The  Time  grows  fhort,  your  Friends  are  dead  already*- 
7  A  FF  E  I  R. 

Dead ! 

PIERRE. 

Yes,  dead,  Jaffeir ;  they’ve  all  dy’d  like  Men  t00r 
Worthy  their  Character, 


JAF  F  E  IS. 

And  what  mud  I  do  ? 
P  IE  RRR. 


Oh  Jaffeir  I 


JAFFEIR. 

Speak  aloud  thy  burden’d  Soul/ 
And  tell  thy  Troubles  to  thy  tortur’d  Friend. 

PIERRE, 

Friend  ! 

Couldft  thou  yet  be  a  Friend,  a  generous  Friend, 
1  might  hope  Comfort  from  t'hy  noble  Sorrows. 
Heav’n  knows  I  want  a  Friend, 
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JAFF  MIR. 

And  I  kind  one. 

That  would  not  thus  fcorn  my  repenting  Virtue, 

Or  think  when  he’s  to  die  my  Thoughts  are  idle. 
PIERRE. 

No  ;  Live,  I  charge  thee,  Jajfeir. 

JAF  F  E  IR. 

-  Yes,  I’ll  live. 

But  it  /hall  be  to  fee  thy  Fall  reveng’d 
At  fuch  a  Rate,  as  Venice  long  fliall  groan  for. 

PIERRE 

Wilt  thou  ? 

JAFFEIR. 

I  will-,  by  Heav’n. 

PIERRE b 

Then  dill  thou’rt  nobis. 

And  I  forgive  thee.  Oh - -yet-* - ihall  I  truit  thee  *> 

JAFFEIR. 

No,  I’ve  been  falfe  already. 

PIERRE. 

Doit  thou  love  me  ? 

JAFFEIR. 

Rip  up  my  Heart,  and  fatisfy  thy  Doublings, 

PIERRE. 

Curfe  on  this  Weaknefs.  [if#  Wetfs~ 

JAFFEIR. 

Tears !  Amazement !  Tears  ! 

I  never  faw  thee  melted  thus  before  ; 

And  know  there’s  fomething  labouring  fn  thy  Boforn 
That  mult  have  Vent :  tho’  I'm  a  Villain,  tell  the, 
PIERRE. 

See’it  then  that  Engine  j?  [. Pointing  to  the  Wlttl. 

“  JAFFEIR. 

Why  ? 

PIERRE. 

Is’t  fit  a  Soldier,  who  has  liv’d  with  Honour, 

Fought  Nations  Quarrels,  and  been  crown’d  withCtJnqireif* 

O  6  Be 
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Be  expos’d  a  common  Carcafe  on  a  Wheel  i 

JAFFEIR 

Hah! 


PIERRE; 

Speak  !  is’t  fitting  ? 

JA.F  FE  IRi. 

Fitting  ? 

PIERRE. 

Yes,  is’t  fitting  ? 

JAFFEIR. 

What’s  to  be  done  ? 

PIERRE. 

I’d  have  thee  undertaker 
Something  that’s  noble,  ,  to  preferve  my  Memory 
From  the  Difgrace  that’s  ready  to  attaint  it. 

OFFICE  R.. 

The  Day  grows  late,  Sir, 

PIERRE; 

I’ll  make  hafte  !  Oh  'Jaffeir, . 
Though  thou ’ll  betray’d  me,  do  me  fome  way  Juftice. 
JAF  FE  I  R. 

No  more  ofthat :  Thy  Wilhes  (hall  be  fatisfy’d  ; 

I  have  a  Wife,  and  fne  lhall  bleed  ;  my. Child  too  . 

Yield  up  his  little  Threat,  and  all  t’  appeafe  thee - ■ 

[Going  anxay,  Pierre  holds  him. 

PIER  RE. 

No - this— no  more  !  [He  vshifpns  Jaffeir. 

JAFFEIR. 

Hah.!  Is’t. then  fo? 


PIERRE. 


Remember, 


Moll  certainly, 
JAFFEIR . 

I’ll  do ’.tv;.  ' 

PIERRE.. 

O  FF  IJC  E  R. 


P  RE  R  RE. 


A  Plot  D  i  s  g o  v  e  r!d.  32 $- 
PIERRE. 

Gome,  now  I  am  ready. 

[He  and  JafFeir  afcend  the  Scaffold, 
.Captain,  you  fliould  be  a  Gentleman  of  Honour, 

Keep  off  the  Rabble,  that  I  may  have  Room 
To  entertain  my  Fate,  and  die  with  Decency. 

Gome!  [Takes  off  his  Gown,  Executioner  prepares  tc  hind  bint-,, 
FRIAR. 

Son  ! 

PIERRE . 

Hence,  Tempter; 

OFFICE'R I 

Stand  off,  Prieft. 

PIERRE. 

s  I  thank  you,  Sit-; 

You’ll  thxnleon’t?'  [ffo  Jaffeir. 

JAFFEIR. 

>T.wont.grow  ft  ale  before.  To-morrow. 
PIERRE . 

Now  Jaffeir  !  now  I  air;  going.  Now;- - 

[Executioners  having  biund  him. . 

JAFFEIR. 

Have  at  thee,. 

Thou  honeft  Heart,  then — here —  [Stabs  him. 

And  this  is  well  too.  [Then  Jlabs  himfclj 

FRIAR. 

Damnable  Deed ! 

P  HE  R  R  Ei. 

Now  thou  haft  indeed  been  faithful. 

This  was  done  nobly - We  have  deceiv’d  the. Senate, 

JAFFEIR. 

Bravely. 

PIERRE, 

Ha,  ha,  ha — oh,  oh - -  [Dies, 

JAFFEIR. 

Now.ye  cu  s’d.  Ru’srs,. 
Thus  of  the  Blood  y’ave  Ihed  I  make  Libation, 

Anl 
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And  fprinkle’t  mingling  :  May  it  reft  upon  you, 

And  all  your  Race  :•  Be  henceforth  Peace  a  Stranger 
Within  your  Walls  ;  let  Plagues  and  Famine  wafte 
Your  Generation — O  poor  Belvidera  ! 

Sir,  I  have  a  Wife>  bear  this  in  Safety  to  her. 

A  Token,  that  with  my  dying  Breath  I  blefs’d  her. 

And  the  dear  little  Infant  left  behind  me. 

I’m  lick - I’m  quiet-; - -  [Jaffeir  aVa* 

OFFICER . 

Bear  this  News  to  the  Senate, 

And  guard  their  Bodies  ’till  there’s  farther  Order : 
Heav’n  grant  I  die  fo  well —  [Scene  fonts  upon  them » 

Soft  Mufick .  Enter  Belvidera  Fiji  railed,  led  by  two  of  her 
Women,  Friuli  and  Servants. 

P  RIUL  I. 

Strengthen  her  Heart  with  Patieifce,  pitying  Heav’n. 
BEL  VIDE  R  A. 

Come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  nay  come  to  Bed, 
Pr’ythee  my  Love.  The  Winds,-  hark  how  they  whiftle  ? 
And  the  Rain  beats  :  Oh  how  the  Weather  fhrinks  me  1 
You  are  angry  now,  who  cares  ?  Pilh,  no  indeed. 

Chufe  then,  I  fay  you  lhall  not  go,  you  fhall  not. 

Whip  your  111-nature ;  get  you  gone  then  ;  oh! 

[Jaffeir’s  Ghof  rifes. 

Are  you  return’d  ?  See,  Father,  here  he’s  come  again. 
Am  I  to  blame  to  love  him  ?  Oh  thou  dear  one. 

[Ghof  fnks* 

Why  do  you  fly  me  ?  Are  you  angry  ftill  then  ? 

Jaffeir,  where  art  thou  ?  Father,  Why  do  you  do  thus  ? 
Stand  off,  don’t  hide  him  from  me.  He’s  here  fomewhere. 
Stand  off  I  fay  :  Whaf,  gone?  Remember’t  Tyrant  ! 

I- may  revenge  me  for  this  Trick  one  Day. 

I’ll  do’t - I’ll  do’t.  Renault' s  a  nafty  Fellow  j 

Hang  him,  hang  him,  hang  him. 


Enter 
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Enter  Officer  and  others. 

FRIULI. 

News,  what  News?  [Office?  whi/pers  PriulL 

OFFICER. 

Mod  fad,  Sir. 

Jaffeir,  upon  the  Scaffold,  to  prevent 
A  fhameful  Death,  ftabb’d  Pierre,  and  next  himfelf ;; 
Both  fell  together. 

PRIULI. 

Daughter. 

BELVIDRRA. 

Ha,  look  there  ! 

[The  Qhoftsof  Jaffeir  and  Pierre  rife  together  loth  bloody* 
My  Hufband  bloody,  and  his  Friend  too  !  Murder ! 

Who  has  done  this  ?  fpeak  to  me,  thou  fad  Vilion  ; 

.  [Ghojis  Jink* 

On  thefe  poor  trembling  Knees  I  beg  it  r  vanifh’d — ■j~ 
Here  they  went  down ;  Oh  !  I’ll  dig,  dig  the  Den  up. 
You  (han’t  delude  me  thus.  Hoa,  Jaffeir,  Jaffeir. 

Peep  up  and  give  me  but  a  Look.  I  have  him  t 
I’ve  got  him,  Father  :  Oh  !  how  I’ll  fm aggie  him  ! 

My  Love  !  my  Dear  I  my  Bleffing !  help  me !  help  me  t 
They  have  hold  on  me,  and  drag  me  to  the  Bottom. 

Nay — now  they  pull  fo  hard — farewel—  [She  dies. 

MAID. 

She’s  dead, 

Ike  a  thief's  and  dead. 

P  RIUL  I. 

Then  guard  me  from  the  Sight  onT  5 
Lead  me  into  feme  Place  that’s  fit  for  Mourning ; 

Where  the  free  Air,  Light,  and  the  chearful  Sun 
May  never  enter:  Hang  it  round  with  Black  ; 

Set  up  one  Taper  that  may  lull  a  Day, 

As  long  as  I’ve  to  live  :  And  there  all  leave  me  : 

Sparing  no  Tears  when  you  this  Tale  relate, 

B  at  bid  all  cruel  F athers  dread  my  Fate.  [Curtain  falls. 

[Exeunt  Omnes, 
E  P  I- 
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Til  E  'Text  is  done,  and  now  for  application. 

And  when  that’s  ended,  pafsyour  Approbation. 
Though  the  Confpiracy’ s  prevented  here, 

Methinks  I  fee  another  hatching  there  ; 

And  there’s  a  certain  Fad  ion  fain  would five  ay,  . 

If  they  had  Strength  enough,  and  damn  this  Flay  : 
Rut  this  the  Author  bade  me  boldly  fay  ; 

If  any  take  this  Flainnefs  in  ill  Fart, 

He’s  glad  ou’t  from  the  Bottom. of  his  Heart  ; ; 

Foets  in  Honour  of  the  Truth  fhculd.  write, 

With  the  fame  Spirit  brave  Men.  for  it  fight. 

And  the  ugh  againf:  him  caufelcfs  Hatreds  rife , . 

And  daily  where  he  goes  of  late,  he  /pies 
The  S cowlcs  of  .fullen  and  revengeful  Eyes  ; 

’Tis  what  he  knows  with  much  Contempt, .  to  hear. 
And  ferves  a  Caufe  too  good,  to  let  him  fear  : 

He  fears  no  Foifonfrcm  an  incens'd  Drab, 

No  Ruffian's  five-foot  Sword ,  nor  Rafcal’s  Slab  ; 
Nor  any  other  Snares  of  Mifchief  laid. 

Not  a  Rofe- Alley  Cudgel- Ambufcade,-. 

From  any  private  Caufe  where  Malice  reigns-, 

Or  general  Pique  all  Blockheads  have  to  Brains  : 
Nothing  fall  daunt  his  Pen  vshen  Truth  do.es  rail  , 
No,  not  the  *  Pidure-manglcr  at  Guild-Hall. 

The  Rebel-Tribe,  of  which  that  Vermin's  one. 

Have  now  fet  forward,  and  their  Courfe  begun  \ 

*  The  Rafcal  that  cut  the  D.ukc  of  Tor  It' i  Pi£lurr9 
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And •‘while  that  Prince's  Figure  they  deface. 

As  they  before  had  maffacred  his  Name, 

Rurfl  their  bafe  Fears  but  look  him  in  the  Face, 
They'd  ufe  his  P  erf  on  as  they've  us'd  his  Fame  : 

A  Face  in  which  fach  Lineaments  they  read 
Of  that  great  Martyr's,  whofe  rich  Blood  they  Jhed, 
That  their  rebellious  Hate  they  fill  retain , 

And  in  his  Son  would  murder  him  again. 

With  Indignation  then,  let  each  brave  Heart 
Rcuze,  and  unite  to  lake  his  injur'd  Part  j 
'Till  Royal  Love  and  Goodnfs  call  him  Home, 

And  Songs  of  Triumph  meet  him  as  he  come ; 

'  Till  Heav'ti  his  Honour ,  and  our  Peace  ref  ore, 

And  Villains  never  wmg  hit  Virtue  mre. 
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much  lov’d  Friend,  when  thou  art  from  my  Eyes 
«$•  ^  *$•  How  do  I  loath  i.he  Day,  and  Light  aefpife. 

*$*  Night,  kinder  Night’s  the  much  more  welcome 
Gueft> 

For  tho’  it  bring  fmall  Eafe,  it  hides  at  leaf! ; 

Or  if  e’er  Slumbers  ar  d  my  Eyes  agree, 

’Tis  when  they’re  crown’d  with  pleafing  Dreams  of  thee, 
Laft  Night  methought  (Heav’n  make  the  next  as  kind) 
Free  as  ijrft  Innocence,  and  unconfin’d 
As  our  fir  ft  Parents  in  their  Eden  were. 

E’er  yet  condemn’d  to  eat  their  Bread  with  Care ; 

We  two  together  wander’d  through  a  Grove,  ■) 

’Twas  green  beneath  us,  and  all  Shade  above,  C 

Mild  as  our  Friendlhip,  fpringing  as  our  Love;  J 

Hundreds  of  chearful  Birds  fill’d  every  Tree, 

.And  fung  their  joyful  Songs  of  Liberty  ; 

Whi'e  thro’  the  gladfome  Choir  well-pleas’d  we  walk’d. 
And  of  our  prefent  valu’d  State  thus  talk’d  : 

How  happy  are  we  in  this  fweet  Retreat  ? 

Thus  humbly  bleft,  who’d  labour  to  be  great  ? 

Who  for  Preferments  at  a  Court  would  wait. 

Where  every  Gudgeon’s  nibbling  at  the  Bait? 

What  Filh  of  Senfe  would  on  that  Shallow  lie, 

Amongft  the  little  ftarving  wriggling  Frie, 
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That  throng  and  crowd  each  other  for  a  Tafte 
Of  the  deceitful,  painted,  poifon’d  PalLe  ; 

When  the  wide  River  he  behind  him  fees. 

Where  he  may  launch  to  Liberty  and  Eafe? 

No  Cares  or  Bulihefs  here  aifturb  our  Hours, 
While  underneath  thefe  fhadj'-,  peaceful  Bowers, 
in  cool  Delight  and  Innocence  we  dray. 

And  midft  a  thoufand  Pleafures  wafte  the  Day; 
Sometimes  upon  a  River’s  Bank  vve  lie. 

Where  flamming  Swallows  o’er  the  Surface  fly  } 
juft  as  the  Sun  declining,  with  his  Beams, 

Rifles,  and  gently  warms  the  gliding  Streams; 
Amidft  vvhofe  Current  rifing  Fifties  play, 

And  roll  in  wanton  Liberty  away. 

Perhaps,  hard  by  there  grows  a  little  Built, 

On  which  the  Linnet,  Nightingale  and  Thrulh, 
Nightly  their  folemn  Orgies  meeting  keep, 

And  fing  their  Vefpersere  they  go  to  fleep  : 

There  we  two  lie,  between  us  may  he’s  fpread 
Some  Book,  few  underftand,  tho’  many  read. 
Sometimes  we  V/rgil’s  facred  Leaves  turn  o’er, 

Still  wond’ring,  and  Bill  finding  Catife  for  more; 
How  Juno’ s  Rage  did  good  JEneas  vex. 

Then  how  he  had  Revenge  upon  her  Sex 
In  Dido’s  State,  whom  bravely  he  enjoy’d. 

And  quitted  her  as  bravely  too  when  cloy’d  ; 

He  knew  the  fatal- Danger  of  her  Charms, 

And  fcorn’d  to  melt  his  Virtue  in  her  Arms. 

Next  Nifiis  and  Ev.rya.his  we  admire, 

Their  gentle  Friendlhip,  and  their  martial  Fire; 
We  praife  their  Valour,  ’caufe  yet  matcht  by  none; 
And  love  their  Friendlhip,  fo  much  like  our  own. 
But  when  to  give  our  Minds  a  Feaft  indeed, 

Horace,  beft  known  and  lov’d  by  thee,  we  read. 
Who  can  our  Tranfports,  or  our  Longings  tell  j 
To  tafte  of  Pleafures,  prais’d  by  him  fo  well  ? 
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With  Thoughts  of  Love,  and  Wine,  by  him  we’re  fir’d. 
Two  Things  in  fweet  Retirement  much  defir’d, 

A  generous  Bottle  and  a  lovefome  She, 

Are  th’  only  Joys  in  Nature  next  to  Thee  : 

To  which  retiring  quietly  at  Night, 

If  (as  that  only  can)  to  add  Delight, 

When  to  our  little  Cottage  we  repair. 

We  find  a  Friend  or  two  we  wifh  for  there, 

Dear  B - lj,  kind  as  parting  Lovers  Tears* 

Adder  ly,  honeft  as  the  Sword  he  wears, 

Wilfon ,  profefling  Friendfhip,  yet  a  Friend, 

Or - Short,  beyond  what  Numbers  can  commend* 

Finch,  full  of  Kindnefs,  gen’rous  as  his  Blood, 

Watchful  to  do  to  modeft  Merit  good  ; 

Who  have  forfook  the  wild  tumultuous  Town, 

And  for  a  Tafle  of  Life  to  us  come  down. 

With  eager  Arms  how  clofely  then  w’embrace. 

What  Joy’s  in  every  Heart,  and  every  Face  1 
The  mod’rate  Table’s  quickly  cover’d  o’er 
W  1th  choiceft  Meats  at  leaft,  tho’  not  with  Store ! 

Of  Bottles  next  fucceeds  a  goodly  Train, 

Full  of  what  chears  the  Heart,  and  fires  the  Brain, 

Each  waited  on,  by  a  bright  virgin  Glafs, 

Clean,  found  and  fhining  like  its  Drinker’s  Lafs. 

Then  down  we  fit,  while  every  Genius  tries, 

T’improve,  ’till  he  deferves  his  Sacrifice. 

No  faucy  Hour  prefumes  to  flint  Delight, 

We  laugh,  love,  drink,  and  when  that’s  done  ’tis  Night: 
W ell  warm’d  and  pleas’d,  as  we  think  fit  we  part, 

Each  takes  the  obedient  Treafure  of  his  Heart, 

And  leads  her  willing  to  his  filent  Bed, 

Where  no  vexatious  Cares  come  near  his  Head, 

But  every  Senfe  with  perfedt  Pleafure’s  fed ; 

’Till  in  full  Joy  diflolv’d  each  falls  afleep, 

1  With  twining  Limbs,  that  flill  love’s  Pofiure  keep, 

At  Dawn  of  Morning  to  renew  Delight; 

So  quiet  craving  Love  ’till  the  next  Night; 
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Then  we  the  drowfy  Cells  of  Sleep  forfake, 

And  to  our  Books  our  earlieft  Vifit  make  ; 

Or  elfe  our  Thoughts  to  their  Attendance  call. 

And  there  methinks,  Fancy  fits  Queen  of  all ; 

While  the  poor  under  Faculties  refort. 

And  to  her  ftckly  Mijefty  make  court ; 

The  Undtrllanding  fir  It  comes  plainly  clad. 

But  ufefully  ;  no  Entrance  to  be  had. 

Next  comes  the  Will,  that  B nlly  oF  the  Mind, 

Follies  wait  on  him  in  a  Troop  behind  ; 

He  meets  Reception  from  the  antick  Queen, 

Who  thinks  her  Majefly’s  moll  honour’d  when 
Attended  by  thofe  fine-drell  Gentlemen. 

Reafon,  the  honell  Counfellor  this  knows. 

And  into  Court  with  res’lute  Virtue  goes ; 

Lets  Fancy  fee  her  loofe  irregular  Sway  ! 

Then  how  the  flattering  Follies  fneak  away! 

This  Image  when  it  Came,  too  'fiercely  ihook 
My  Brain,  which  it  foft  Quiet  ilraight  fcrfook  i 
When  waking  as  I  call  my  Eyes  around. 

Nothing  but  old  loath’d  Vanities  I  found  ; 

No  Grove,  no  Freedom,  and  what’s  worfe  to  me, 

No  Friend  ;  for  I  have  none  compar’d  with  thee. 

Soon  then  my  Thoughts  with  their  old  Tyrant  Care 
Were  feiz’d  ;  which  to  divert  I  fram’d  this  Pray’r. 
Gods !  Life’s  your  Gift,  then  feafon’t  with  fuch  Fate, 
That  what  ye  meant  a  Blefling  prove  no  Weight. 

Let  me  to  the  remotell  Part  be  whirl’d, 

Of  this  your  Play-tbing  made  in  Halle,  the  World  ; 
But  grant  me  Quiet,  Liberty  and  Peace, 

By  Day  what’s  needful,  and  at  Night  foft  Eafe ; 

The  Friend  I  trull  in,  and  the  She  I  love, 

Then  fix  me  ;  and  if  e’er  I  wrfh  remove, 

Make  me  as  great  (that’s  wretched)  as  you  can, 

Set  me  in  Power,  the  woful’ll  State  of  Man  ; 

To  be  by  Fools  milled,  to  Knaves  a  Prey  : 

But  make  Life  what  I  aft,  or  take’t  away. 
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'The  Poe  t’s  Complaint  of  his  Muse. 
An  ODE. 


I. 


TO  a  high  Hill,  where  never  yet  flood  Tree, 

Where  only  Heath,  coarfe  Fern,  and  Furzes  grow. 
Where  (nipt  by  piercing  Air) 

The  Flocks  in  tatter’d  Fleeces  hardly  graze, 

Led  by  uncouth  Thoughts  and  Care, 

Which  did  too  much  his  penfive  Mind  amaze, 

A  wandring  Bard,  whofe  Mufe  was  crazy  grown, 
Cloy’d  with  the  naufeous  Follies  of  the  buzzing  Town,  > 
Came,  look’d  about  him,  figh’d,  and  laid  him  down,  j 
’Twas  far  from  any  Path,  but  where  the  Earth 
Was  bare,  and  naked  all  as  at  her  Birth, 

When  by  the  Word  it  firft  was  made. 

Ere  God  had  faid, 

Let  Grafs  and  Herbs  and  every  green  Thing  grow. 
With  fruitful  Trees  after  their  Kind  ;  and  it  was  fo. 

The  whiftling  Winds  blew  fiercely  round  his  Head, 
Cold  was  his  Lodging,  hard  his  Bed ; 

Aloft  his  Eyes  on  the  wide  Heav’ns  he  caft. 

Where  we  are  told  Peace  only’s  found  at  lafl  : 

And  as  he  did  its  hopelefs  Diftance  fee. 

Sigh’d  deep,  and  cry’d,  How  far  is  Peace  from  me  ? 

II. 

Nor  ended  there  his  Moan  : 

The  Diftance  of  his  future  Joy 
Had  been  enough  to  give  him  Pain  alone  ; 

But  who  can  undergo 

Defpair  ofEafe  to  come,  with  Weight  of  prefent  Woe  ? 
Vol.  II L  P  Down 
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Down  liis  afflidted  Face 

The  trickling  Tears  had  ftream’d  fo  fall  apace. 

As  left  a  Path  worn  by  their  briny  Race. 

Svvoln  was  his  Bread  with  Sighs,  his  well- 
Proportion’d  Limbs  as  ufelefs  fell. 

While  the  poor  Trunk  (unable  to  fuflain 
Itfelfj  lay  rackt,  and  fhaking  with  its  Pain. 

I  heard  his  Groans,  as  I  was  walking  by. 

And  (urg’d  by  Pity)  went  afide,  to  fee 
What  the  fad  Caufe  could  be 
Had  prefs’a  his  State  fo  low,  and  rais’d  his  Plaints  fo  high, 
On  me  he  fixt  his  Eyes,  I  crav’d. 

Why  fo  forlorn  :  He  vainly  rav’d, 

Peace  to  his  Mind  I  did  commend.  V 

But,  oh  !  my  Words  were  hardly  at  an  End,  (. 

When  I  perceiv’d  it  was  my  Friend,  J 

My  much-lov’d  Friend  :  fo  down  I  fate. 

And  begg’d  that  I  might  Share  his  Fate  : 

I  laid  my  Cheek  to  his,  when  with  a  Gale 
Of  Sighs  he  eas’d  his  Breaft,  and  thus  began  his  Tale, 

III. 

I  am  a  Wretch  of  honelt  P.ace  : 

My  Parents  not  obfcure,  nor  high  in  Titles  were ; 
They  left  me  Heir  to  no  Difgrace, 

My  Father  was  (a  Thing  now  rare) 

Loyal  2nd  brave  ;  my  Mother  chafie  and  fair. 

Their  Pledge  of  Marriage-vows  was  only  I ; 

Alone  I  liv’d  their  much-lov’d  fondled  Boy; 

They  gave  me  generous  Education  high. 

They  fixove  to  raife  my  Mind,  and  with  it  grew  their  joy. 
The  Sages  that  inftrufted  me  in  Arts 

And  Knowledge,  -oft  would  praife  my  Parts,  t» 
And  chear  my  Parents  longing  Hearts.  3 

When  I  was  call’d  to  a  Difpute, 

My  Fellow-Pupils  oft  flood  mute  : 

Yet  never  Envy  did  disjoin 
Their  Hearts  from  me,  nor  Pride  diftemper  mine. 

Thus 


339 


fever al  Occasions. 

'Thus  my  firfl:  Years  in  Happinefs  I  pad. 

Nor  any  bitter  Cup  did  Tade: 

But,  oh  !  a  deadly  Potion  came  at  lad. 

As  I  lay  loofely  on  my  Bed, 

Athoufand  pleafantThoughts  triumphing  in  myHead 
And  as  my  Senfe  on  the  rich  Banquet  fed, 

A  Voice  (it  feem’d  no  more,  fo  bufy  I 
Was  with  myfelf  I  faw  not  who  was  nigh) 

Pierc’d  thro’  my  Ears ;  Arife,  thy  good  Senetnder' s  dead 
It  lhook  my  Brain,  and  from  their  Fead  my 
Senfes  fled. 


frighted 


IV. 

From  thence  fad  Difcontent,  uneafy  Fears^ 

And  anxious  Doubts  of  what  I  had  to  do, 

Grew  with  fucceeding  Years, 

The  World  was  wide,  but  whither  fhould  I  go? 

I,  whofe  blooming  Hopes  all  wither’d  were, 

Who’d  little  Fortune,  and  a  deal  of  Care  ? 

To  Britain's  great  Metropolis  I  llray’d, 

Where  Fortune’s  general  Game  is  play’d  ; 

Where  Honedy  and  Wit  are  often  prais’d, 

But  Fools  and  Knaves  are  fortunate  and  rais’d. 

My  forward  Spirit  prompted  me  to  find 
A  Converfe  equal  to  my  Mind: 

But  by  raw  Judgment  eafily  milled, 

(As  giddy  callow  Boys 
Are  very  fond  of  Toys) 

I  mifs’d  the  Brave  and  Wife,  and  in  their  dead 
On  every  Sort  of  Vanity  I  fed. 

'Gay  Coxcombs,  Cowards,  Knaves,  and  prating  Fools, 
Bullies  of  o’ergrown  Bulks,  and  little  Souls, 

-  Ga.ueders,  Half-wits,  and  Spendthrifts,  (fuch  as  think 
Mifchievous  midnight  Frolicks  bred  by  Drink 
Are  Gallantry  and  Wit, 

Becaufe  to  their  lewd  Underltandings  fit) 
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Were  thofe  wherewith  two  Years  at  leaf  I  fpent. 
To  all  their  fulfome  Follies  moll  incorrigible  bent ; 
’Till  at  the  laft,  myfelf  more  to  abufe, 

I  grew  in  love  with  a  deceitful  Mufe. 

V. 

No  fair  Deceiver  ever  us’d  fuch  Charms, 

T’  enfnare  a  tender  Youth,  and  win  his  Heart ; 

Or  when  Ihe  had  him  in  her  Arms, 

Secur’d  his  Love  with  greater  Art. 

I  fancy’d,  or  I  dream’d,  (as  Poets  always  do) 

No  Beauty  with  my  Mufe’s  might  compare. 

Lofty  Ihe  feem’d,  and  on  her  Front  fat  a  majellick  Air, 
Awful,  yet  kind  :  fevere,  yet  fair. 

Upon  her  Flead  a  Crown  Ihe  bore 
Of  Laurel,  which  Ihe  told  me  Ihould  be  mine : 

And  round  her  Ivory  Neck,  Ihe  wore 
A  Rope  of  largell  Pearl.  Each  Part  of  her  did  Ihine 
With  Jewels  and  with  Gold, 

Numberlefs  to  be  told  ; 

Which  in  Imagination  as  I  did  behold. 

And  lov’d,  and  wonder’d  more  and  more, 

Said  Ihe,  thefe  Riches  all,  my  Darling  fnall  be  thine, 
Riches  which  never  Poet  had  before. 

.She  promis’d  me  to  raife  my  Fortune  and  my  Name, 
By  Royal  Favour,  and  by  endlefs  Fame  ; 

But  never  told 

How  hard  they  were  to  get,  how  difficult  to  hold. 
Thus  by  the  Arts  of  this  moll  fly 
Deluder  was  I  caught, 

To  her  bewitching  Bondage  brought. 

Eternal  Conllancy  we  fsvore, 

A  thoufand  Times  cur  Vows  were  doubled  o’er. 

And  as  we  did  in  our  Entrancements  lie, 

I  thought  no  Pleafure  e’er  was  wrought  fo  high, 

No  Pair  fo  happy  as  my  Mufe  and  I, 
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34i 


feveral  Occasions. 
VI. 


Ne’er  was  young  Lover  half  fo  fond 
When  firft  his  Pufillage  he  loft, 

Or  could  of  half  my  Pleafure  boaft. 

We  never  met  but  we  enjoy’d, 

Still  tranfported,  never  cloy’d. 

Chambers,  Clofets,  Fields  and  Groves, 

Bore  Witnefs  of  our  daily  Loves ; 

And  on  the  Bark  of  every  Tree 
You  might  the  Marks  of  our  Endearments  fee, 

Diftichs,  Pofies,  and  the  pointed  Bits 
Of  Satire,  (written  when  a  Poet  meets 
His  Mufe  in  Caterwauling  Fits) 

You  might  on  every  Rind  behold  and  fwear 
I  and  my  Clio  had  been  at  it  there. 

Nay,  by  my  Mufe  too  I  was  bleft 
With  Offsprings  of  the  choiceft  Kinds, 

Such  as  have  pleas’d  the  nobleft  Minds, 

And  been  approv’d  by  Judgments  of  the  beft. 

But  in  this  moft  tranfporting  Height  : 

Whence  I  look’d  down  and  laugh’d  at  Fate, 

All  of  a  fudden  I  was  alter’d  grown  ; 

I  round  me  look’d,  and  found  myfelf  alone  : 

My  faithlefs  Mufe,  my  faithlefs  Mufe  was  gone. 

I  try’d  if  I  a  Verfe  could  frame, 

Oft  I  in  vain  invok’d  my  Clio' s  Name. 

The  more  I  ftrove,  the  more  I  fail’d. 

I  chaf’d,  I  bit  my  Pen,  curs’d  my  dull  Skull  and  rail’d, 
Refolv’d  to  force  m’untoward  Thought,  and  at  the  laft 
prevail’d. 

A  Line  came  forth,  but  fuch  a  one, 

No  trav’ling  Matron  in  her  Child-birth  Pains, 
Full  of  the  joyful  Hopes  to  bear  a  Son, 

Was  more  aftonilh’d  at  the  unlook’d-for  Shape 
Of  fome  deform’d  Baboon,  or  Ape, 

Than  I  was  at  the  hideous  Iflue  of  my  Brains. 
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I  tore  my  Paper,  ftabb’d  my  Pen, 

And  fwore  I’d  never  write  again, 

Refolv’d  to  be  a  doating  Fool  no  more. 

But  when  my  Reck’ning  I  began  to  make,  •> 

I  found  to®  long  I’d  flept,  and  was  too  late  awake;  > 
I  found  m’ungrateful  Mufe,  for  whofe  falfe  Sake  J 
I  did  myfelf  undo. 

Had  robb’d  me  of  my  deareft  Store, 

My  precious  Time,  my  Friends,  and  Reputation  too  ; 
And  left  me  helpiefs,  friendlefs,  very  proud,  and  poor. 

VII. 

lieajinj  which  in  bafe  Bonds  my  Folly  had  enthrall’d,. 

I  ftraight  to  Council  call’d  ; 

Like  fome  old  faithful  Friend,  whom  long  ago 
1.  had  calhier’d,  to  pleafe  my  flattering  Fair. 

To  me  with  Rea,:.,  's  he  did  repair  ; 

Exprei!  much  tender  Chearfulnefs,  to  find 
Experience  had  rellor’d  him  to  my  Mind  ; 

And  loyally  did  to  me  fhow. 

How  much  himfelf  he  did  abufe, 

Who-  credited  a  flattering,  falfe,  deflrmStive  treacheroii 
I  a  Ik’d  the  Caufes  why.  Fie  faid,  [Mufe» 

’Twas  never  known  a  Mule  e’er  ftaid 
When  Fortune  fled  ;  for  Fortune  is  a  Bawd 
To  all  the  Nine  that  on  Parnajfus  dwell 
Where  thofe  fo  fam’d,  delightful  Fountains  fvvell 
Of  Poetry,  which  there  does  ever  flow  ; 

And  where  Wit’s  lully  fnining  God, 

Keeps  His  choice  Seraglio. 

So  whiHt  cur  Fortune  fmiles,  our  Thoughts  afpire, 
Pleafure  and  Fame’s  our  Bufinefs,  and  Defire, 

Then,  too,  if  we  And 
A  Prcmptnefs  in  the  Mind, 

The  Mufe  is  always  ready  ;  always  kind. 

But  if  th*  old  Harlot  Fortune  once  denies 
Her  Favour,  all  our  Pleafure,  and  rich  Fancy  dies,  [flies- 
And  then  th’  young  flippery  Jilt,  the  Mufe,.  too  from  us 

VIII.  To 


1 

l 


feveral  Occasions. 

VIII. 

To  the  whole  Tale  I  gave  Attention  due  ; 

And  as  right  Search  into  myfelf  I  made, 

I  found  all  he  had  faid 
Was  very  honeft,  very  true. 

Oh  how  I  hugg’d  my  welcome  Friend  ! 

And  much  my  Mufe  I  could  not  difcommend  ; 

For  I  ne’er  liv’d  in  Fortune’s  Grace, 

She  always  turn’d  her  Back,  and  fled  from  me  apace, 
And  never  once  vouchfaf’d  to  let  me  fee  her  Face. 
Then  to  confirm  me  more. 

He  drew  the  Veil  of  Dotage  from  my  Eyes : 

See  here,  my  Son,  (faid  lie)  the  valued  Prize; 
Thy  fulfome  Mufe  behold,  be  happy,  and  be  wife. 
I  look’d,  and  law  the  rampant  tawdry  Quean, 

With  a  more  horrid  Train, 

Than  ever  yet  to  Satyr  lent  a  Tale, 

Or  haunted  Cloris  in  the  Mall. 

The  fird  was  he  who  flunk  of  that  rank  Verfe 
In  which  he  wrote  his  Sock™  Farce  ; 

A  Wretch  whom  old  Difeafes  did  fo  bite. 

That  he  writ  Bawdry  fare  in  Spight, 

To  ruin  and  difgrace  it  quite. 

Philofophers  of  old  did  fo  exprefs 

Their  Art,  and  fhew’cl  it  in  their  Naftinefs. 

Next  him  appear’d  that  blundering  Sot 
Who  a  late  Sefjion  cf  the  P-cets  wrote. 

Nature  has  mark’d  him  for  a  heavy  Fool  ; 

By’s  flat  broad  Face  you’ll  know  the  Owl. 

The  other  Birds  have  hooted  him  from  Light ; 
Much  buffeting  has  made  him  love  the  Nightr 
And  only  in  the  Dark  he  flrays ; 

Still  Wretch  enough  to  live,  with  worfe  Fools  fpend 
his  Days, 

And  for  old  Shoes  and  Scraps  repeats  dull  Plays 
Then  next  there  follow’d,  to  make  up  the  Throng, 
Lard  Lampoon  and  Monjieur  Song, 
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Who  fought  her  Love,  and  promis’d  for  i 
To  make  her  famous  at  the  Court. 

The  City  Poet  too  was  there. 

In  a  black  Sattin  Cap  and  his  own  Hair, 

And  begg’d  that  he  might  have  the  Honour 
To  beget  a  Pageant  on  her, 

For  the  City’s  next  Lord  Mayor. 

Her  Favours  (he  to  none  deny’d  : 

They  took  her  all  by  Turns  afide. 

’Till  at  the  laft  up  in  the  Rear  there  came 
The  Poet’s  Scandal  and  the  Mufe’s  Shame, 

A  Bead:  of  monftrous  Guile,  and  LIBEL  was  his  Name. 

But  letmePaufe,  for  ’twill  alk  Time  to  tell 
How  he  was  born,  how  bred,  and  where,  and  where  he 
now  does  dwell. 

IX. 

Fie  paus’d,  and  thus  renew’d  his  Tale. 

Down  in  an  cbfcure  Vale, 

’Midi!  Fogs  and  Fens,  whence  Mills  and  Vapours  rife. 
Where  never  Sun  was  feen  by  Eyes, 

Under  a  defert  Wood, 

Which  no  Man  own’d,  but  all  wild  Bealls  were  bred. 
And  kept  their  horrid  Dens,  by  Prey  far  forag’d  fed. 

An  ill  pil’d  Cottage  Hood, 

Built  of  Mens  Bones  flaughter’d  in  the  civil  War, 
By  magick  Art  brought  thither  from  afar. 

There  liv’d  a  widow’d  Witch, 

That  us’d  to  mumble  Curfes  Eve  and  Morn, 

Like  one  whom  Wants  and  Care  had  worn  ; 

Meagre  her  Looks,  and  funk  her  Eyes, 

Yet  Mifchiefs  lludy’d,  Difcords  did  devife. 

She  appear’d  humble,  but  it  was  her  Pride  : 

Slow  in  her  Speech,  in  Semblance  fandtify’d. 

Still  when  lhe  fpoke  Ihe  meant  another  Way  j 
And  when  lhe  curll  lhe  feem’d  to  pray. 

Her  hellilh  Charms  had  all  a  holy  Drefs, 

And  bore  the  Name  of  Gcdlinefs. 

All  her  Familiars  feem’d  the  Sons  of  Peace. 
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Honefl  Habits  they  all  wore, 

In  outward  Show  moll  Lamb-like  and  Divine : 

But  inward  of  all  Vices  they  had  Store, 

Greedy  as  Wolves,  andfenfual  too  as  Swine. 

Like  her,  the  facred  Scriptures  they  had  all  by  Heart, 
Moll  eafily  could  quote,  and  turn  it  to  any  Part, 
Backward  repeat  it  all,  as  Witches  Prayers  do, 

And  for  their  Turn,  interpret  backward  too. 

Idolatry  with  her  was  held  impure, 

Becaufe  befides  herfelf  no  Idol  Ihe’d  endure. 

Though  not  to  paint,  fh’ad  Arts  to  change  the  Face, 
And  alter  it  in  heav’nly  Fafhion. 

Lewd  Whining  Ihe  defin’d  a  Mark  of  Grace, 

And  making  ugly  Faces  was  Mortification. 

Her  late  dead  Pander  was  of  well-known  Fame, 

Old  Prejhyter  Rebellion  was  his  Name  ; 

She  a  fworn  Foe  to  KING,  his  Peace,  and  Laws, 

So  will  be  ever,  and  was  call’d  (blefs  us !)  THE  GOOD 
OLD  CAUSE. 

X. 

A  Time  there  was,  (a  fad  one  too) 

When  all  Things  wore  the  Face  of  Woe, 

When  many  Horrors  rag’d  in  this  our  Land, 

And  a  defiroying  Angel  was  fent  down. 

To  fcourge  the  Pride  of  this  rebellious  Town. 

He  came  and  o’er  all  Britain  flretch’d  his  conqu’ring  Hand  ; 
’Till  in  th’ untrodden  Streets  unwholefome  Grafs 
Grew  of  great  Stalk,  its  Colour  grofs, 

And  meiancholick  pois’nous  green  ; 

Like  thofe  coarfe  fickly  Weeds  on  an  old  Dunghill  feen. 
Where  fome  Murrain-rnurder’d  Hog, 

Poifon’d  Cat,  or  firangled  Dog, 

In  Rottennefs  had  long  unburied  laid. 

And  the  cold  Soil  produflive  made. 

Birds  of  ill  Omen  hover’d  in  the  Air, 

And  by  their  Cries  had  us  for  Graves  prepare  ; 
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And  as  our  Deftiny  they  feem’d  tr  unfold, 

Dropt  dead  of  the  fame  Fate  they  had  foretold!. 

That  dire  Commiflion  ended,  down  there  came 
Another  Angel  with  a  Sword  of  Flame  : 

Defoliation-  foon  he  made. 

And  our  new  Sodom  low  in  Alhes  laid. 

Diftra&ions  and  Diftrufts  then  did  among!!  us  rife,. 
When,  in  her  pious  old  Difguife, 

This  Witch  with  all  her  Mifchief-making  Train 
Began  to  Ihew  herfelf  again. 

The  Sons  of  old  Rebellion  ftraight  fne  fummon’d  all  ■ 
Straight  they  were  ready  at  her  Call : 

Once  more  th’  old  Bait  before  their  Eyes  lhe  call, 

That  and  her  Love  they  long’d  to  tafte  ;  > 

And  to  her  Lull  lhe  drew  them  all  at  laft,  j 

So  Reuben  (we  may  read  of  heretofore) 

Was  ledaftray,  and  had  Pollution  with  his  Father’s  Whore* 

XI. 


The  better  to  conceal  her  lewd  Intent 
In  Safety  from  obferving  Eyes, 

Th’  old  Strumpet  did  herfel'f  difguife 
In  comely  Weeds,  and  to  the  City  went, 

Affedled  Truth,  much  Modefty,.  and  Grace, 
And(likeaworn-outSuburb-Trull)pal!thereforanewFace^ 
Thither  all  her  Lover’s  flock’d. 

And.  there  for  her  Support  lhe  found 
A  Wight,  of  whom  Fame’s  Trumpet  much  does  found,. 
With  all  Ingredients  for  his  Bus’nefs  llockt. 

Net  unlike  him  whofe  Story  has  a  Place 
In  th’  Annals  of  Sir  Hudibras. 

Of  ail  her  Bus’nefs  he  took  Care, 

And  every  Knave  or  Fool  that  to  her  did  repair, 

Kad  by  him  Admittance  there,. 

By  his  Contrivance  to  her  did  refort, 

AH  vvhc  had  been  difgufted  at  the  Court  ; 
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Thofe  whofe  Ambition  had  been  croft. 

Or  by  ill  Manners  had  Preferments  loft, 

Were  thofe  on  whom  Ihe  pra&is’d  moft  her  Charms,. 
Lay  neareft  to  her  Heart,  and  oft’neft  in  her  Arms, 
Intereft  in  every  Faftion,  every  Sedt  Ihe  fought : 

And  to  her  Lure,  flatt’ring  their  Hopes,  Ihe  brought 
All  thofe  who  ufe  Religion  for  a  Falhion, 

All  fuch  as  pradtife  Forms,  and  take  great  Pains 
To  make  their  Godlinefs  their  Gains, 

And  thrive  by  the  Diffractions  of  a  Nation, 

She  by  her  Art  enfnar’d  and  fetter’d  in  her  Chains. 
Through  her  the  Atheift  hop’d  to  purchafe  Toleration, 
The  Rebel  Po-odr,  the  beggar’d  Spendthrift  Lands 0 
Out  of  the  King's  or  Bijhop's  Hands. 

Nay,  to  her  Side  at  laft  fne  drew  in  all  the  rude. 
Ungovernable,  headlong  Multitude  : 

Promis’d  ftrange  Liberties,  and  fure  Redrefs 
Of  never-felt,  unheard-of  Grievances  : 

Pamper’d  their  Follies,  and  indulg’d  their  Hopes, 
With  May-day  Routs,  November  Squibs,  and  burning  Pajle - 
board  Popes. 

XII. 

With  her  in  common  Luff  did  mingle  all  the  Crew, 

’Till  at  the  laft  lire  pregnant  grew, 

And  from  her  Womb,  in  little  Time,  brought  forth 
This  monftrous,  moft  detefted  Birth. 

Of  Children  born  with  Teeth  we’ve  heard. 

And  feme  like  Comets  with  a  Beard, 

Which  feem’d  to  be  Forerunners  of  dire  Change  : 

But  never  hitherto  was  feen. 

Born  from  a  Wapping  Drab,  or  Shoreditch  Quean, 

A  Form  like  this  fo  hideous  and  fo  ftrange. 

To  help  whofe  Mother  in  her  Pains,  there  came 
Many  a  well  known  Dame. 

The  Bawd  Hypocrijy  was  there. 

And  Madam  Impudence  the  fair  t 

P  6 


Para? 


34-S  Poe  m  s  upon 

Dame  Scandal  with  her  fquinting  Eyea, 

That  loves  to  fet  good  Neighbours  at  Debate, 

And  raife  Commotions  in  a  jealous  State, 

Was  there,  and  Malice  Queen  of  far-fpread  Lies, 

With  all  their  Train  of  Frauds  and  Forgeries. 

But  Midwife  Mutiny,  that  bufy  Drab, 

That’s  always  talking,  always  loud. 

Was  ihe  that  firil  took  up  the  Babe, 

And  of  the  Office  moil  was  proud. 

Behold  its  Head  of  horrid  Form  appears : 

To  fpight  the  Pillory  it  had  no  Ears. 

When  ilraight  the  Bawd  cry’d  out,  ’twas  fursly  Kin 
To  the  bleft  Family  of  Pryn. 

But  Scandal  offer’d  to  depofe  her  Word, 

Or  Oath,  the  Father  was  a  Lord. 

The  Nofe  was  ugly,  long  and  big,  T 

Broad  and  fnouty  like  a  Pig  ;  f 

Which  ihew’d  he  would  in  Dunghills  love  to  dig  ;  3^ 

Love  to  call  ilinking  Satires  up  in  ill-pil’d  Rhimes, 

And  live  by  the  Corruptions  of  unhappy  Times. 

XIII. 

They  premis’d  all  by  Turns  to  take  him. 

And  a  hopeful  Youth  to  make  him. 

To  Nurfe  he  ilraight  was  fent 
To  a  Sificr-Witch,  though  of  another  Sort, 

One  who  profefs’d  no  Good,  nor  any  meant : 

All  Day  ihe  praftis’d  Charms,  by  Night  ihe  hardly  ilept. 
Yet  in  the  Outcails  of  a  Northern  factious  Town, 

A  little  fmoaky  Manfion  of  her  own, 

Where  her  Familiars  to  her  did  refort, 

A  Cell  ihe  kept, 

Hell  fne  ador’d,  and  Satan  was  her  God  ; 

And  many  an  ugly  loathfome  Toad 
Crawd’d  round  her  Walls,  and  croak’d. 

Under  her  Roof,  all  difmal  black  and  fmoak’d. 
Harbour’d  Beetles  and  unwholefome  Bats, 
Sprawling  Neils  of  little  Cats : 
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All  which  were  Imps  Ihe  cherifh’d  with  her  Blood, 

To  make  her  Spells  fucceed  and  good. 

Still  at  her  rivelPd  Breafts  they  hung,  whene’er  Mankind 
Ihe  curft. 

And  with  thefe  Fofter-brethren  was  our  Monjler  nurlt. 
In  little  Time  the  Hell-bred  Brat 
Grew  plump  and  fat, 

Without  his  Leading-llrings  could  walk. 

And  (as  the  Sorcerefs  taught  him)  talk. 

At  feven  Years  old  he  went  to  School, 

Where  firft  he  grew  a  Foe  to  Rule. 

Never  would  he  learn  as  taught, 

But  Bill  new  Ways  aftedled,  and  new  Methods  fought; 
Not  that  he  wanted  Parts 
T’improve  in  Letters,  and  proceed  to  Arts ; 

But  as  negligent  as  fly, 

Of  all  Perverfenefs  brutifhly  was  full, 

(By  Nature  idle)  lov’d  to  ihift  and  lie. 

And  was  obftinately  dull. 

’Till  fpight  of  Nature,  through  great  Pains,  the  Sot, 
(And  th’  Influence  of  tli*  ill  Genius  of  our  Land) 

At  lafl  in  Part  began  to  underftand. 

Some  Infight  in  the  Latin  Tongue  he  got ; 

Could  fmatter  pretty  well,  and  write  too  a  plain  Hand, 
For  which  his  Guardians  all  thought  fit. 

In  Compliment  to  his  moil  hopeful  Wit, 

He  fhould  be  fent  to  learn  the  Laws, 

And  out  of  the  good  old  to  raife  a  damn’d  new  Caufe. 

XIV. 

In  which  the  better  to  improve  his  Mind, 

As  by  Nature  he  was  bent 

To  fearch  in  hidden  Paths,  and  Things  long  buried  find, 
A  Wretch’s  Converfe  much  he  did  frequent : 

One  who  this  World,  as  that  did  him,  difown’d, 

And  in  an  unfrequented  Corner,  where 
Nothing  was  pleafant,  hardly  healthful  found, 
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He  led  his  hated  Life, 

Needy,  and  even  of  Necefiaries  bare. 

No  Servant  had  he,  Children,  Friend,  or  Wife  : 

But  of  a  little  Remnant,  got  by  Fraud, 

(For  all  ill  T urns  he  lov’d,  all  good  detefted)  and  believ’d 
no  God. 

Thrice  in  a  Week  he  chang’d  a  hoarded  Groat,  } 
With  which  of  Beggars  Scraps  he  bought.  > 
Then  from  a  neighb’ring  Fountain  Water  got,  j 
Not  to  be  clean,  but  flake  his  Thirft. 

He  never  blefl:  himfelf,  and  all  Things  elfe  he  curfl. 
The  Cell  in  which  he  (though  but  feldom)  flept,  } 
Lay  like  a  Den,  uncleans’d,  unfwept :  v 

And  there  thofe  jewels  which  he  lov’d  he  kept;  3 
Old  worn-out  Statutes,  and  Records 
Of  Commons  Privileges  and  the  Rights  of  Lords. 

But  bound  up  by  themfelves,  with  Care  were  laid 
All  the  Adis,  Refolves,  and  Orders  made 
By  the  old  Long  Rump  Parliament, 

Thro’  all  the  Changes  of  its  Government  : 

From  which  with  Readinefs  he  could  debate 
Concerning  Matters  of  the  State, 

All  down  from  godly  forty-one,  to  horrid forty-eight. 

XV. 

His  Friendfnip  much  our  Monfer  fought 
By  Inftindl,  and  by  Inclination  too  : 

So  without  much  ado 
They  were  together  brought. 

To  him  Obedience  Libel  fwore,  and  by  him  was  he  taught ; 
He  learnt  of  him  all  Goodnefs  to  detefl:  ; 

To  be  alham’d  of  no  Difgrace; 

In  all  Things,  but  Obedience  to  be  a  Bead;- 
To  hide  a  Coward’s  Heart,  and  Ihow  a  hardy  Face^ 

He  taught  him  to  call  Government  a  Clog, 

But  to  bear  Beatings  like  a  Dog : 

T’ave  no  Religion,  Honefty  or  Senfe, 

Eut  to  profefs  them  all  for  a  Pretence. 
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Fraught  with  thefe  Morals,  he  began. 

To  compleat  him  more  for  Man  a 
Diftinguifh  to  him  in  an  Hour 
’Twixt  Legijlatbve  and  Judicial  Power  ; 

How  to  frame  a  Commonwealth , 

And  Democracy  by  Stealth  ; 

To  palliate  it  at  firlt,  and  cry 
’Twas  but  a.’ well  mixt  Monarchy  '. 

And  Treafon  Salus  Populi ; 

Into  Rebellion  to  divide  the  Nation,. 

By  fair  Committees  of  Affociation  ; 

How  by  a  lawful  Means  to  bring 
In  Arms  againfl:  himfelf  the  KING , 

With  a  diftinguifhing  old  Trick, 

’Twixt  Perfons  Natural  and  Politick  ; 

How  to  make  faithful  Servants  Traitors , 
Thorough  pac’d  Rebels  Legifators,- 
And  at  laft  Troopers  Adjutators . 

Thus  well  inform’d,  and  furnilht  with  enough 
Of  fuch  like  wordy  canting  Stuff 
Our  Blade  fet  forth,  and  quickly  grew 
A  Leader  in  a  faftious  Crew. 

Where’er  he  came,  ’twas  he  firft  Silence  broke. 
And  fweli’d  with  every  Word  he  fpoke  : 

By  which  becoming  fawcy  Grace, 

He  gain’d  Authority  and  Place  : 

By  many  for  Preferments  was  thought  fit. 

For  talking  Treafon  without  Fear  or  Wit: 

For  opening  Failings  in  the  State  : 

For  loving  noify  and  unfound  Debate, 

.  And  wearing  of  a  myftical  green  Ribband  in  his  Hat. 

XVI. 

Thus,  like  Alcides  in  his  Lion’s  Skin, 

He  very  dreadful  grew. 

But,  like  that  Hercules  when  Love  crept  in. 
And  th’  Hero  to  his  Diftaff  drew, 
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His  Foes  that  found  him  faw  he  was  but  Man  : 

So  when  my  faithlefs  Clio  by  her  Snare 
Had  brought  him  to  her  Arms,  and  I  furpriz’d  him  there* 
At  once  to  hate  and  fcorn  him  I  began  j 
To  fee  how  foolifhly  di’ad  dreft. 

And  for  Diverfion  trickt  the  Bead. 

He  was  Poetry  all  o’er, 

On  every  Side,  behind,  before  : 

About  him  nothing  could  I  fee. 

But  parti-colour’d  Poetry. 

Painter’ s  Advices ,  Litanies, 

Ballads,  and  all  the  fpurious  Excefs 
Of  Ills  that  Malice  could  devife. 

Or  ever  fwarm’d  from  a  licentious  Prefs, 

Hung  round  about  him  like  a  Spell  : 

And  in  his  own  Hand  too  was  writ. 

That  worthy  Piece  of  modern  Wit, 

The  Country’ s  late  Appeal. 

But  from  fuch  Ills  when  will  our  wretched  State 
Be  freed  ?  and  who  lhall  crufh  this  Serpent’s  Head  ? 
5Tis  faid  we  may  in  ancient  Legends  read 
Of  a  huge  Dragon  fent  by  Fate 
To  lay  a  fmful  Kingdom  wade  : 

So  through  it  all  he  rang’d,  devouring  as  he  pad. 

And  each  Day  with  a  Virgin  broke  his  Fall : 

’Till  wretched  Matrons  curd  their  Wombs, 

So  hardly  was  their  Lofs  endur’d  : 

The  Lovers  all  defpair’d,  and  fought  their  Tombs 
In  the  fame  Mender’s  Jaws,  and  of  their  Pains  were  cur’d, 
’Till,  like  our  Monfier  too,  and  with  the  fame 
Curd  Ends,  to  the  Metropolis  he  came. 

His  Cruelties  renew’d  again, 

And  every  Day  a  Maid  was  dain. 

The  Curfe  through  every  Family  had  pad. 

When  to  the  Sacrifice  at  lad 

Th’ 
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Th’  unhappy  Monarch’s  only  Child  mult  bow  : 

A  Royal  Daughter  needs  mult  differ  then,  a  ROYAL 
BROTHER  now. 

XVII. 

On  him  this  Dragon  Libel  needs  will  prey  j 
On  him  has  cad 

His  fordid  Venom,  and  profan’d 
With  fpurious  Verfe  his  fpotlefs  Fame, 

Which  fhall  for  ever  ftand 

Unblemilht,  and  to  Ages  lad, 

When  all  his  Foes  lie  buried  in  their  Shame, 

Elfe  tell  me  why  (fome  Prophet  that  is  wife) 

Heav’n  took  fuch  Care 
To  make  him  every  Thing  that’s  rare. 

Dear  to  the  Heart,  defirous  to  the  Eyes. 

Why  do  all  good  Men  blefs  him  as  he  goes  ? 

Why  at  his  Prefence  dirink  his  Foes  ? 

Why  do  the  Brave  all  drive  his  Honour  to  defend  ? 

Why  through  the  World  is  he  didinguifh’d  mod 
By  Titles,  which  but  few  can  boad, 

A  mod  JuJl  Majier,  and  a  Faithful  Friend? 

One  who  never  yet  did  Wrong 
To  high  or  low,  to  old  or  young  ? 

Of  him  what  Orphan  can  complain  ? 

Of  him  what  Widow  make  her  Moan  ? 

But  fuch  as  wifh  him  here  again. 

And  mifs  his  Goodnefs  now  he’s  gone. 

If  this  be  (as  I  am  fure  ’tis)  true, 

Then  pr’ythee,  Prophet,  tell  me  too. 

Why  lives  he  in  the  World’s  Edeem, 

Not  one  Man’s  Foe  ?  and  why  then  are  not  all  Men 
Friends  with  him  ? 

XVIII. 

Whene’er  his  Life  was  fet  at  Stake 
For  his  ungrateful  Country’s  Sake, 

What  Dangers  or  what  Labours  did  he  ever  fhun  ? 

Or  what  Wonders  has  not  done  ? 
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Watchful  all  Night,  and  bufy  all  the  Day, 
(Spreading  his  Fleet  in  Sight  of  Holland's  Shore) 
Triumphantly  ye  faw  his  Flags  and  Streamers  play. 
Then  did  the  Englijh  Lion  roar, 

Whilft  the  Belgian  couchant  lay. 

Big  with  the  Thoughts  of  Conqueft  and  Renown, 
Of  Britain's  Honour,  and  his  own. 

To  them  he  like  a  threat’ning  Comet  Ihin’d, 
Rough  as  the  Sea,  ana  furious  as  the  Wind  : 

But  ccnftant  as  the  Stars  that  never  move ; 

Or  as  Women  would  have  Love. 


The  trembling  Genius  of  their  State 
Lookt  out,  and  ftraight  Ihrunk  back  his  Head, 

To  fee  our  daring  Banners  fpread. 

Whilll  in  their  Harbours  they 
Like  batten’d  Monfters  weltring  lay  :  { 

The  Winds,  when  ours  th’ad  kifs’d,  fcorn’d  with  their  \ 
Flags  to  play.  J 

But  drooping  like  their  Captain’s  Hearts, 

Each  Pendent,  every  Streamer  hung. 

The  Seamen  feem’d  t’have  loft  their  Arts. 

Their  Ships  at  Anchors  now,  of  which  w’had  heard  them 
boaft, 

With  ill-furl’d  Sails,  and  Rattlings  loofe,  by  every  Billow 
toft. 

Lay  like  negledled  Harps,  untun’d,  unftrung; 

’Till  at  the  laft,  provok’d  with  Shame, 

Forth  from  their  Dens  the  baited  Foxes  came  : 
Foxes  in  Councils  and  in  Fight  too  grave ; 
Seldom  true,  and  now  not  brave. 

They  blufter’d  out  the  Day  with  Shew  of  Fight, 

And  ran  away  in  the  good-natur’d  Night. 

XIX. 


A  bloody  Battle  next  was  fought, 

And  thenin  T riumph  home  a  welcome  Fleet  he  brought 
With  Spoils  of  Victory,  and  Glory  fraught. 

To  him  then  every  Heart  was  open,  down 
From  the  great  Man  to  the  Clown  ■, 
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In  him  rejoic’d,  to  him  inclin’d  : 

And  as  his  Health  round  the  glad  Board  did  pafs. 
Each  honeft  Fellow  cry’d,  Fill  full  my  Glafs, 

And  Ihew’d  the  Fulnefs  of  his  Mind. 

No  difcontented  Vermin  of  ill  Times 
Durft  then  affront  him  but  in  Show, 

Nor  Libel  dafh  him  with  his  dirty  Rhimes : 

Nor  may  he  live  in  Peace  that  does  it  now. 

And  whofe  Heart  would  not  wifh  fo  too 
That  had  but  feen 
When  his  tumultuous  milled  Foes 
Againft  him  rofe, 

With  what  heroick  Grace 
He  chofe  the  Weight  of  Wrong  to  undergo  ? 

No  Tempelt  on  his  Brow,  unalter’d  in  his  Face* 
True  Witnefs  of  the  Innocence  within, 

But  when  the  Meflengers  did  Mandates  bring 
For  his  Retreat  to  foreign  Land, 

Since  lent  from  the  relenting  Hand 
Of  the  moll  loving  BRO  THE  R,  kindejl  KING 
If  in  his  Heart  Regret  did  rife, 

It  never  ’fcap’d  his  Tongue  or  Eyes ; 

With  Heady  Virtue  was  allay’d. 

And  like  a  mighty  Conjuror,  he  obey'd. 

XX. 

It  was  a  dark  and  gloomy  Day, 

Sad  as  the  Buflnefs,  fullen  too, 

As  proud  Men,  when  in  vain  they  woo. 

Or  Soldiers  cheated  of  their  Pay. 

The  Court,  where  Pleafures  us’d  to  flow,. 
Became  the  Scene  of  Mourning  and  of  Woe. 

Defolate  was  every  Room, 

Where  Men  for  News  and  Bus’nefs  ufe  to  come. 
With  folded  Arms  and  down-call  Eyes  Men  walk’d. 
In  Corners,  and  with  Caution  talk’d. 

All  Things  prepar’d,  the  Hour  grew  near 
When  he  mull  part ;  his  laft  Ihort  Time  was  fpent 
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In  leaving  Bleffings  on  his  Children  dear. 

To  them  with  eager  Hade  and  Love  he  went ; 

The  elded:  fird  embrac’d. 

As  new-born  Day  in  Beauty  bright. 

But  fad  in  Mind  as  deeped  Night. 

What  tend’reft  Hearts  could  fay,  betwixt  them  pad; 
’Till  Grief  to  clofe  upon  them  crept : 

So  fighing  he  withdrew,  die  turn’d  away  and  wept. 
Much  of  the  Father  in  his  Bread  did  rife, 

When  on  the  next  he  fix’d  his  Eyes, 

A  tender  Infant  in  the  Nurfe’s  Arms, 

Full  of  kind  Play,  and  pretty  Charms. 

And  as  to  give  the  farewel  Kifs  he  near  it  drew, 
About  his  manly  Neck  two  little  Arms  it  threw  ; 
Smil’d  in  his  Eyes,  as  if  it  begg’d  his  Stay, 

And  look’d  kind  Things  it  could  not  fay. 
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But  the  great  Pomp  of  Grief  was  yet  to  come. 

Th’  appointed  Time  was  almod  pad,  [hade 
Th’  impatient  Tides  knock’d  at  the  Shore,  and  bid  him 
To  feek  a  foreign  Home. 

The  Summons  he  refolv’d  t’obey  ; 

Difdaining  of  his  Suffering  to  complain, 

Though  every  Step  feem’d  trod  with  Pain  ; 

So  forth  he  came,  attended  on  his  Way 
By  a  fad  lamenting  Throng, 

That  bled  him  and  about  him  hung. 

A  Weight  his  generous  Heart  could  hardly  bear  ; 
But  for  the  Comfort  that  was  near, 

His  beauteous  MATE,  the  Fountain  of  his  Joys, 
That  fed  his  Soul  with  Love; 

The  Cordial  that  can  mortal  Pains  remove. 

To  which  all  worldly  Bleffings  elfe  are  Toys. 

I  faw  them  ready  for  Departure  dand,  1 

Jud  when  approach’d  the  Monarch  of  our  Land,  > 

And  took  the  charming  Mourner  by  the  Hand.  3 

T’  ex- 
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T’  exprefs  all  nobleft  Offices  he  ftrove. 

Of  Royal  Goodnefs,  and  a  Brother's  Lo<ve. 

Then  down  to  the  Shore-fide, 

Where,  to  convey  them,  did  two  Royal  Barges  ride. 
With  folemn  Peace  they  pall: : 

And  there  fo  tenderly  embrac’d. 

All  griev’d  by  Sympathy  to  fee  them  part, 

And  their  kind  Pains  touch’d  each  By-ftander’s  Heart. 
Then  Hand  in  Hand  the  pity’d  Pair 
Turn’d  round,  to  face  their  Fate  : 

She  ev’n  amidft  Afflictions  Fair ; 

He,  though  oppreft,  Hill  Great . 

Into  th’  expecting  Boat  with  Halle  they  went ;  [fent. 
Where,  as  the  troubled  Fair  One  to  the  Shore  fomeWilhes 
For  that  dear  Pledge  Ihe  had  left  behind. 

And  as  her  Paffion  grew  too  mighty  for  her  Mind, 

She  of  fome  Tears  her  Eyes  beguil’d  ; 

Which,  as  upon  her  Cheek  they  lay. 

The  happy  Hero  kifs’d  away  ; 

And  as  fhe  wept,  blulht  with  Difdain,  and  fmil’d. 
Straight  forth  they  launch  into  the  high-fwoln  Thames : 
The  well-ltruck  Oars  lave  up  the  yielding  Streams, 
All  fixt  their  longing  Eyes,  and  wiihing  Itood, 

’Till  they  were  got  into  the  wider  Flood  ; 

’Till  leffen’d  out  of  Sight,  and  feen  no  more, 

Then  figh’d,  and  turn’d  into  the  hated  Shore, 
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Ph^DRA  to  HlPPOLYTUS, 


Tranjlated  out  of  O  V  I  D. 

The  ARGUMENT. 

Thefeus,  the  Son  of  Asgeus,  having  fain  ^Minotaur,  pro” 
itiifed  to  Ariadne  the  Daughter  of  Minos  and  Pafiphae, 
for  the  Ajffance  which  Jhe  gave  him ,  to  carry  her  home 
with  him,  and  make  her  his  Wife  :  So  together  with  her 
Sifer  Phaedra  they  went  on  Board  and  fail'd  to  Chios, 
where  being  warn'd  by  Bacchus,  he  left  Ariadne,  and  mar¬ 
ried  her  Sifer  Phaedra  ;  who  afterwards,  in  Thefeus  her 
Hvfband's  Abfetice,  fell  in  Love  with  Hippolytus  her  Son. 
in-Law,  who  had  vcw'd  Celibacy,  and  was  a  Hunter  : 
Wherefore  fhce  Jhe  could  not  conveniently  other  wife,  Jhe 
chofe  by  thisEpiflle  to  give  him  an  Account  of  her  Pajfon. 

IF  thou’rt  unkind,  I  ne’er  fhall  Health  enjoy. 

Yet  much  I  wilh  to  thee,  my  lovely  Boy  : 

Read  this,  and  reading  how  my  Soul  is  feiz’d. 

Rather  than  not,  be  with  my  P_uin  pleas’d  : 

Thus  Secrets  fafe  to  farthell  Shores  may  move. 

By  Letters  Foes  converfe,  and  learn  to  love. 

Thrice  my  fad  Tale,  as  I  to  tell  it  try’d. 

Upon  my  fault’ring  Tongue  abortive  dy’d  : 

Long  Shame  prevail’d,  nor  could  be  conquer’d  quite. 

But  what  I  blulh’d  to  fpeak,  Love  made  me  write. 

5Tis  dang’rous  to  refill  the  Power  of  Love, 

The  Gods  obey  him,  and  he’s  King  above: 

He  clear’d  the  Doubts  that  did  my  Mind  confound. 

And  promi: ’d  me  to  bring  thee  hither  bound  : 

Oh  may  he  come,  and  in  that  Breaft  of  thine 
Fix  a  kind  Dart,  and  make  it  flame  like  mine  ! 

Yet 


feveral  Occasions. 

Yet  of  my  Wedlock  Vows  I’ll  lofe  no  Care, 

Search  back  thro’  all  my  Fame,  thou’lt  find  it  fair. 
But  Love  long  breeding,  to  worft  Pain  does  turn  y 
Outward  unharm’d,  within,  within  I  burn  ! 

As  the  young  Bull  our  Courfer  yet  untam’d. 

When  yok’d  or  bridl’d  firft,  are  pinch’d  and  maim’d; 
So  my  unpraftis’d  Heart  in  Love  can  find 
No  Reft,  th’  unwonted  Weight  fo  toils  my  Mind. 
When  young  Love’s  Pangs  by  Arts  we  may  remove. 
But  in  our  riper  Years  with  Rage  we  love. 

To  thee  I  yield  then  all  my  dear  Renown, 

And  pr’ythee  let’s  together  be  undone. 

Who  would  not  pluck  the  new-blown  blufhing  Role, 
Or  the  ripe  Fruit  that  courts  him  as  it  grows  ? 

But  if  my  Virtue  hitherto  has  gain’d 
Efteem  for  fpotlefs,  fhall  it  now  be  ftain’d  ? 

Oh  in  thy  Love  1  fhall  no  Hazard  run  ; 

’Tis  not  a  Sin,  but  when  ’tis  coarfely  done. 

And  now  fhould  Juno  leave  her  Jove  to  me, 

I’d  quit  that  Jove,  Hippolytus,  for  thee  : 

Believe  me  too  with  ftrange  Defires  I  change, 
Amongft  wild  Beafts  I  long  with  thee  to  range. 

To  thy  Delights  and  Delia  I  incline, 

Make  her  my  Goddefs  too,  becaufe  fhe’s  thine  : 

I  long  to  know  the  Woods,  -to  drive  the  Deer, 

And  o’er  the  Mountains  Tops  my  Hounds  to  chear. 
Shaking  my  Dart ;  then,  the  Chafe  ended,  lye 
.Stretch’d  on  the  Grafs :  And  wouldft  not  thou  be  by 
Oft  in  light  Chariots  I  with  Pleafure  ride, 

And  love  myfelf  the  furious  Steeds  to  guide. 

Now  like  a  Bacchanal  more  wild  I  ftray. 

Or  old  Cybele' s  Priefts,  as  mad  as  they 
When  under  Ida's,  Hill  they  OfF’rings  pays 
Ev’n  mad  as  thofe  the  Deities  of  Night 
And  Water,  Fauns  and  Dryads  do  affright. 
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But  ftill  each  little  Interval  I  gain, 

Eafily  End  his  Love  breeds  all  my  Pain. 

Sure  on  our  Race  Love  like  a  Fate  does  fall. 

And  Ve?ms  will  have  Tribute  of  us  all. 

Jove  lov’d  Europa,  whence  my  Father  came. 

And  to  a  Bull  transform’d,  enjoy’d  the  Dame: 

She,  like  my  Mother,  languilht  to  obtain. 

And  fill’d  her  Womb  with  Shame  as  well  as  Pain  : 
The  faithlefs  Thefeus  by  my  Sifter’s  Aid 
The  Monfter  flew,  and  a  fafe  Conqueft  made : 
Now  in  that  Family  my  Right  to  fave, 

I  am  at  laft  on  the  fame  Terms  a  Slave : 

’Twas  fatal  to  my  Sifter,  and  to  me, 

She  lov’d  thy  Father,  but  my  Choice  was  thee. 

Let  Monuments  of  Triumph  then  be  Ihown, 

For  two  unhappy  Nymphs  by  you  undone. 

When  firft  our  Vows  were  to  Eleujts  paid, 

Would  I  had  in  a  Cretan  Grave  been  laid : 

’Twas  there  thou  didft  a  perfeft  Conqueft  gain, 
Whilft  Love’s  fierce  Fever  rag’d  in  ev’ry  Vein: 
White  was  thy  Robe,  a  Garland  deck’d  thy  Head; 
A  modeft  Blulh  thy  comely  Face  o’erfpread. 

That  Face  which  may  be  terrible  in  Arms, 

But  graceful  feem’d  to  me,  and  full  of  Charms : 

I  love  the  Man  whofe  Falhion’s  leaft  his  Care, 

And  hate  my  Sex’s  Coxcomb  fine  and  fair; 

For  whilft  thus  plain  thy  carelefs  Locks  let  fiy, 

Th’  unpolilht  Form  is  Beauty  in  my  Eye. 

If  thou  but  ride,  or  lhake  the  trembling  Dart, 

I  fix  my  Eyes  and  wonder  at  thy  Art : 

To  fee  thee  poife  the  Jav’lin,  moves  Delight, 

And  all  thou  doft  is  lovely  in  my  Sight  : 

But  to  the  Woods  thy  Cruelty  refign. 

Nor  treat  it  with  fo  poor  a  Life  as  mine  : 

Muft  cold  Diana  be  ador’d  alone ; 

Muft  file  have  all  thy  Vows  and  Venus  none  ? 


That 


fever al  Occasions.  361 

That  Heafure  palls,  if  ’tis  enjoy’d  too  long ; 

Love  makes  the  Weary  firm,  the  Feeble  ftrong. 

•For  Cynthia's  Sake  unbend  and  eafe  thy  Bow  ; 

Elfe  to  thy  Arm  ’twill  weak  and  ufelefs  grow. 

Famous  was  Cephalus  in  Wood  and  Plain, 

And  by  him  many  a  Boar  and  Parol  was  llain. 

Yet  to  Aurora's  Love  he  did  incline. 

Who  wifely  left  old  Age  for  Youth  like  thine. 

Under  the  fpreading  Shades  her  am’rous  Boy* 

The  fair  Adonis ,  Venus  could  enjoy  ; 

Atlanta's  Love  too  Meleager  fought. 

And  to  her  Tribute  paid  of  all  he  caught : 

Be  thou  and  I  the  next  bleft  "Sylvan  Pair  ; 

Where  Love’s  a  Stranger,  Woods  but  Deferts  are. 

With  thee,  thro’  dang’rous  Ways  unknown  before. 

I’ll  rove,  and  fearlefs  face  the  dreadful  Boar. 

Between  two  Seas  a  little  IJlhmus  lies, 

Where  on  each  Side  the  beating  Billows  rife. 

There  in  ’Trazena  I  thy  Love  will  meet, 

More  bleft  and  pleas’d  than  in  my  native  Crete . 

As  we  could  wifti,  old  Thefeus  is  away 
At  Thejfaly ,  where  always  let  him  Hay 
With  his  Pirithous ,  whom  well  I  fee 
Preferr’d  above  Hippolytus  or  me. 

Nor  has  he  only  thus  expreft  his  Hate  ; 

We  both  have  fuffer’d  Wrongs  of  mighty  Weight : 

My  Brother  firlt  he  cruelly  did  flay. 

Then  from  my  Sifter  falfly  ran  away  ; 

And  left  expos’d  to  ev’ry  Beaft  a  Prey  : 

A  warlike  Queen  to  thee  thy  Being  gave, 

A  Mother  worthy  of  a  Son  fo  brave. 

From  cruel  ’Thefeus  yet  her  Death  did  find. 

Nor  though  flie  gave  him  thee,  could  make  him  kind  ; 
ITnwedded  too  he  murder’d  her  in  Spite, 

To  baftardize,  and  rob  thee  of  thy  Right; 

Vo  i.  III.  Q_  And 
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And  if,  to  wrong  thee  more,  two  Sons  I’ve  brought. 
Believe  it  his  and  none  of  Phesdras  Fault  : 

Rather,  thou  faireft  Thing  the  Earth  contains, 

I  wiih  at  firft  I’d  dy’d  of  Mothers  Pains : 

How  canft  thou  rev’rence  then  thy  Father’s  Bed, 

From  which  himfelf  fo  abjeflly  is  fled  ? 

The  Thought  affrights  not  me,  but  me  inflames ; 
Mother  and  Son  are  Notions,  very  Names 
Of  worn-out  Piety,  in  falhion  then 
When  old  dull  Saturn  rul’d  the  Race  of  Men  : 

But  braver  Jove  taught  Pleafure  was  no  Sin, 

And  with  his  Sifter  did  himfelf  begin. 

Nearnefs  of  Blood,  and  Kindred  beft  we  prove. 

When  we  exprefs  it  in  the  clofeft  Love. 

Nor  need  we  fear  our  Fault  fhould  be  reveal’d, 

’Twill  under  near  Relation  be  conceal’d  ; 

And  all  w'ho  hear  our  Loves,  with  Praife  lhall  crown 
A  Mother’s  Kindnefs  to  a  grateful  Son. 

No  Need  at  Midnight  in  the  Dark  to  ftray, 

T’  unlock  the  Gates,  and  cry,  my  Love,  this  Way, 
No  bufy  Spies  our  Pleafures  to  betray. 

But  in  one  Houfe,  as  heretofore,  we’ll  live,  . 

In  publick  Kifl'es  take;  in  publick,  give; 

Though  in  my  Bed  thou’rt  feen,  ’twill  gain  Applaufe 
From  all,  whilft  none  have  Senfe  to  guefs  the  Caufe  : 
Only  make  halte,  and  let  this  League  be  fign’d  ; 

So  may  my  Tyrant  Love  to  thee  be  kind. 

For  this  I  am  an  humble  Suppliant  grown  ; 

Now  where  are  all  my  Boafts  of  Greatnefs  gone  ? 

I  fwore  I  ne’er  would  yield,  refolv’d  to  fight. 
Deceiv’d  by  Love,  that’s  feldom  in  the  right : 

Now  on  my  own  I  crawl,  to  clafp  thy  Knees  ; 

What’s  decent  no  true  Lover  cares  or  fees : 

Shame,  like  a  beaten  Soldier,  leaves  the  Place, 

But  Beauties  Bluflies  ftill  are  in  my  Face, 
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Forgive  this  fond  Confeffion  which  I  make. 

And  then  fome  Pity  on  my  Suff’rings  take. 

What  though  ’midft  Seas  my  Father’s  Empire  lies  ? 
Though  my  great  Grandfire  thunder  from  the  Skies  ? 
What  though  my  Father’s  Sire  in  Beams  drell  gay. 
Drives  round  the  burning  Chariot  of  the  Day  ? 

Their  Honour  all  in  me  to  Love’s  a  Slave, 

Then  though  thou  wilt  not  me,  their  Honour  fave  ? 
Jove's  famous  Ifland,  Crete,  in  Dow’r  I’ll  bring, 

And  there  fhall  my  Hippolytus  be  King  : 

For  Venus  Sake  then  hear  and  grant  my  Prayer, 

So  may’ll  thou  never  love  a  fcornful  Fair  ; 

In  Fields  fo  may  Diana  grace  thee  Hill, 

And  ev’ry  Wood  afford  thee  Game  to  kill  j 
So  may  the  Mountain  Gods  and  Satyrs  all 
Be  kind,  fo  may  the  Boar  before  thee  fall  ; 

So  may  the  Water-Nymphs  in  Heat  of  Day, 

Though  thou  their  Sex  defpife,  thy  Thirfl  allay. 
Millions  of  Tears  to  thefe  my  Pray’rs  I  join, 

Which  as  thou  read’ll  with  thofe  dear  Eyes  of  thine, 
Think  that  thou  fee’ll  the  Streams  that  flow  from  mine. 


To  Mr,  Creech  upon  his  Tranjlaiion 


c/Lucretius. 

SIR, 

HEN  your  Book  the  firft  time  came  abroad, 

I  mull  confefs  I  flood  amaz’d  and  aw’d ; 

For,  as  to  fome  Good-nature  I  pretend, 

I  fear’d  to  read  left  I  lhould  not  commend. 

"Lucretius  Englijb'd  !  ’twas  a  Work  might  fhake 
The  Pow’r  of  Englijh  Ver'fe  to  undertake. 

0.2  This 
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This  all  Men  thought,  but  you  are  born,  we  find 
T’  out-do  the  Expectations  of  Mankind  ; 

Since  you’ve  fo  well  the  noble  Talk  perform’d. 
Envy’s  appeas’d,  and  Prejudice  difarm’d  : 

For  when  the  rich  Original  we  purfue. 

And  by  it  try  the  Metal  you  produce  ; 

Tho’  there  indeed  the  pureft  Ore  we  find. 

Yet  Hill  in  you  it  fomething  feems  refin’d  : 

Thus  when  the  great  Lucretius  gives  a  loofe. 

And  lalhes  to  her  Speed  his  fiery  Mufe  ; 

Still  with  him  you  maintain  an  equal.  Pace, 

And  bear  full  Stretch  upon  him  all  the  Race  ; 

But  when  in  rugged  Way  we  find  him  rein 
His  Verfe,  and  not  fo  fmooth  a  Stroke  maintain  ; 
There  the  Advantage  he  receives  is  found. 

By  you  taught  Temper,  and  to  chufe  his  Ground. 
Next,  his  Philofophy  you’ve  fo  expreft 
In  genuine  Terms  fo  plain,  yet  neatly  dreft, 

Thofe  Murd’rers  that  now  mangle  it  all  Day 
In  Schools,  may  learn  from  you  the  eafy  Way, 

To  let  us  know  what  they  would  mean  and  fay  : 

If  Artfiotle’z  Friends  will  Ihew  the  Grace, 

To  wave  for  once  their  Statute  in  that  Cafe. 

Go  on  then,  Sir,  and  fince  you  could  afpire. 

And  reach  this  Height,  aim  yet  at  Laurels  higher 
Secure  great  injur’d  i Maro  from  the  Wrong, 

He  unredeem’d  has  labour’d  with  fo  long 
In  Holoourn  Rhyme,  and  left  the  Book  Ihould  fail. 
Expos’d  with  Pictures  to  promote  the  Sale  ; 

So  Tapfters  fet  out  Signs ,  for  muddy  Ale. 

You’re  only  able  to  retrieve  his  Doom, 

And  make  him  here  as  fam’d  as  once  at  Rome : 

For  fare  when  Julius  firft  this  Ifie  fubdu’d. 

Your  Anceftors  then  mixt  with  Roman  Blood  ; 

Some  near  ally’d  to  that  whence  Ovid  came, 
Virgil  and  Horace,  thofe  three  Sons  of  Fame  ; 
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Since  to  their  Memory  it  is  fo  true. 

And  fhews  their  Poetry  fo  much  in  You. 

Go  on  in  Pity  to  this  wretched  Ifle, 

Which  ignorant  Poetailers  do  defile. 

With  loufy  Madrigals  for  Lyrick  Verfe; 

Inftead  of  Comedy  with  nafty  Farce. 

Would  Plautus ,  Terence  e’er  have  been  fo  lewd 
T’  have  dreft  Jack-pudding  up  to  catch  the  Crowd  ? 

Or  Sophocles  live  tedious  Afts  have  made,  1 

T#  lhew  a  whining  Fool  in  Love  betray’d,  > 

By  fome  falfe  Friend  or  ilippery  Chambermaid,  ) 

Then  ere  he  hangs  himfelf  bemoans  his  Fall 
In  a  dull  Speech,  and  that  fine  Language  call  ? 

No,  fince  we  live  in  fuch  a  fulfome  Age, 

When  Nonfenfe  loads  the  Prefs,  and  choaks  the  Stage  ; 
When  Blockheads  will  claim  Wit  in  Nature’s  Spite, 

And  every  Dunce  that  flarves,  prefumes  to  write. 

Exert  yourfelf,  defend  the  Mufes  Caufe, 

Proclaim  their  Right,  and  to  maintain  their  Laws, 
Make  the  dead  Ancients  fpeak  the  Britijh  Tongue, 
That  foeach  chattering  Daw  who  aims  at  Song, 

In  his  own  Mother  Tongue  may  humbly  read,  ' 

What  Engines  yet  are  wanting  in  his  Head,  ‘ 

To  make  him  equal  to  the  mighty  Dead. 

For  of  all  Nature’s  Works  we  mod  fhould  fcorn. 

The  Thing  who  thinks  himfelf  a  Poet  born ; 

Unbred,  untaught  he  rhymes,  yet  hardly  fpells. 

And  fenfelefsly,  as  Squirrels  jingle  Bells. 

Such  Things,  Sir,  here  abound  ;  may  therefore  you 
Be  ever  to  your  Friends,  the  Mufes,  true  : 

May  our  Defedls  be  by  your  Powers  fupply’d, 

’Till  as  our  Envy  now,  you  grow  our  Pride. 

’Till  by  your  Pen  reftor’d,  in  Triumph  borne 
The  Majefly  of  Poetry  return. 
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Spoken  upon  his  Royal  Highnefs  the  Duke 
c/’York’j  coming  to  the  Theatre ,  Friday, 
April  21,  1682. 

HEN  too  much  Plenty,  Luxury,  and  Eafe, 
Hadfurfeited  this  I fie  to  a  Difeafe; 

When  noifome  Plains  did  its  bell  Parts  o’erfpread, 

And  on  the  reft  their  dire  Infe&ion  Ihed  ; 

Our  Great  Phyfician ,  who  the  Nature  knew 
Of  the  Diftemper,  and  from  whence  it  grew, 
fix’d  for  three  Kingdoms  Quiet  (Sir)  on  You  : 
pie  call  his  fearching  Eyes  o’er  all  the  Frame, 

And  finding  whence  before  one  Sicknefs  came. 

How  once  before  our  Mifchiefs  fofter’d  were, 

Knew  well  your  Virtue,  and  apply’d  you  there  : 

Where  fo  your  Goodnefs,  fo  your  Juftice  fway’d, 

You  but  appear’d,  and  the  nuild  Plague  was  ftay’d. 

When,  from  the  filthy  Dunghill-fadtion  bred. 

New  form’d  Rebellion  durft  rear  up  its  Head, 

An  Ever  me  all ;  Who  ftruck  the  Monfter  dead  ? 

See,  fee,  the  injur’d  Prince,  and  blefs  his  Name, 
Think  on  the  Martyr  from  whofe  Loins  he  came  : 

Think  on  theElood  was  filed  for  you  before, 

And  curfe  the  Parricides  that  third:  for  more. 

His  Foes  are  yours,  then  of  their  Wiles  beware  : 

Lay,  lay  him  in  your  Hearts,  and  guard  him  there. 
Where  let  his  Wrongs  your  Zeal  for  him  improve  ; 

He  wears  a  Sword  will  juftify  your  Love. 

With  Blood  frill  ready  for  your  Good  t’expend. 

And  lias  a  Heart  that  ne’er  forgot  his  Friend. 

His  duteous  Loyalty  before  you  lay, 

And  learn  of  him,  unmurm’ring  to  obey. 

Think  what  he’as  borne,  your  Quiet  to  reftore ; 

Repent  your  Madnefs,  and  rebel,  no  more. 

No 
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No  more  let  Boutefeu's  hope  to  lead  Petitions , 

Scriv’ tiers  to  be  Treas’rers ;  Pedlars,  Politicians ; 

Nor  ev’ry  Fool,  whofe  Wife  has  tript  at  Court, 

Pluck  up  a  Spirit,  and  turn  Relel  fork. 

In  Lands  where  Cuckolds  multiply  like  ours, 

What  Prince  can  be  too  jealous  cf  their  Powers, 

Or  can  too  often  think  himfelf  alarm’d  ? 

They’re  Pdalecon tents  that  ev’ry  where  go  arm’d  ; 

And  when  the  horned  Herd's  together  got, 

Nothing  portends  a  Commonwealth  like  that. 

Cail,  call  your  Idols  oft',  your  Gods  of  Wood, 

Ere  yet  Philifiines  fatten  with  your  Blood  : 

Renounce  your  TrieRs  of  Baal  with  Brnen  Faces, 

Your  Wapping  Feafts,  and  your  Mile-End  High-places. 

Nail  all  your  Medals  on  the  G  allows  Fell, 

In  Recompence  th’  Original  w  as  loll  : 

A  thefe  illullrions  ShrineV  Repentance  pay, 

In  his  kind  Hands  your  humble  Oir’rings  lay  : 

Let  royal  Pardon  be  by  him  implor’d, 

Th’  attoning  Brother  of  your  anger’d  Lord  : 

He  only  brings  a  Medicine  fit  to  affitage 
A  People’s  Folly,  and  rouz’d  Monarch’s  Rage. 

An  Infant  Prince  yet  lab’ring  in  the  Womb,  7 

Fated  with  wend’rous  Happinefs  to  come,  >■ 

He  goes  to  fetch  the  mighty  Blefiings  home  :  3 

Send  all  your  Wifaes  with  him,  let  the  Air  1 

With  gentle  Breezes  waft  it  fafely  there,  > 

The  Seas,  like  what  they’ll  carry,  calm  and  fair :  j 

Let  the  illufrious  Mother  touch  our  Land 
Mildly,  as  hereafter  may  her  Son  command: 

While  our  glad  Monarch  welcomes  her  to  Shore, 

With  kind  Alfurance  fhe  lhall  part  no  mere. 

Be  the  maje.fi  ck  Bale  then  finding  born. 

And  all  good  Signs  of  Fate  his  Birth  adorn. 

So  live  and  grow,  a  conftant  Pledge  to  Ra«d, 

Of  Cafar’sr  Love  to  an  obedient  Land. 

Q,  4.  Spo ken 
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Spoken  to  Her  Royal  Highness  on 
Her  Return  from  Scotland. 

In  the  Year  1682. 


ALL  you,  who  this  Day’s  Jubilee  attend, 

And  every  loyal  Mufe’s  loyal  Friend ; 

That  come  to  treat  your  longing  Wilhes  here, 

Turn  your  defiring  Eyes,  and  feaft  ’em  there. 

Thus  falling  on  your  Knees  with  me  implore, 

May  this  poor  Land  ne’er  lofe  that  Prefence  more. 

But  if  there  any  in  this  Circle  be, 

That  come  fo  curd  to  envy  what  they  fee; 

From  the  vain  Fool  that  would  be  great  too  foon. 

To  the  dull  Knave  that  writ  the  laft  Lampoon  ! 

Let  fuch  as  Vidlims  to  that  Beauty’s  Fame, 

Hang  their  vile  blafted  Heads,  and  die  with  Shame, 

Our  mighty  Bleffing  is  at  laft  return’d. 

The  Joy  arriv’d  for  which  fo  long  we  mourn’d  : 

From  whom  our  prefen t  Peace  we  expeft  increas’d. 

And  all  our  future  Generations  bleft : 

Time,  have  a  Care:  Bring  fafe  the  Hour  of  Joy, 

When  feme  bleft  Tongue  proclaims  a  royal  Boy  : 

And  when  ’tis  born,  let  Nature’s  Hand  be  ftrong ; 

Blefs  him  with  Days  of  Strength,  and  make  ’em  long; 
’Fill  charg’d  with  Honours  we  behold  him  ftand, 

Three  Kingdoms  Banners  waiting  his  Command, 

His  Father’s  conquering  Sword  within  his  Hand  : 

Then  th’  Englijh  Lions  in  the  Air  advance, 

And  with  them  roaring  Muiick  to  the  Dance, 

Carry  a  h^uo  Warranto  into  France. 

The 


*£he  Sixteenth  Ode  of  the  Second 
Book  of  Horace. 


IN  Storms  when  Clouds  the  Moon  do  hide* 
And  no  kind  Stars  the  Pilot  guide. 

Shew  me  at  Sea  the  bolded  therer 
Who  does  not  wifh  for  Quiet  here. 

For  Quiet  (Friend),  the  Soldier  fights,, 

Btars  weary  Marches,  fleeplefs  Nights,. 

For  this  feeds  hard,  and  lodges  cold, 

Which  can’t  be  bought  with  Hills  of  Goldl. 
Since  Wealth  and  Power  too  wealc  we  find,, 
To  quell  the  Tumults  of  the  Mind  ; 

Or  from  the  Monarch’s  Roofs  of  State 
Drive  thence  the  Cares  that  round  him  wait.- 
Happy  the  Man  with  little  bleft. 

Of  what  his  Father  left  pofl’eft  ; 

No  bafe  Defires  corrupt  his  Head, 

No  Fears  difturb  him  in  his  Bed. 

What  then  in  Life,  which  foon  muft  end,. 
Can  all  our  vain  Defigns  intend  ? 

From  Shore  to  Shore  why  fhould  we  run,. 
When  none  his  tirefome  felf  can  Ihun  ?. 

For  baneful  Care  will  Hill  prevail,. 

And  overtake  us  unden  Sail': 

’Twill  dodge  the  great  Man’s  Train  behind,, 
Out-run  the  Roe,  out-fly.  the  Wind. 

If' then  thy  Soul  rejoice  To-day, 

Drive  far  To-morrow’s  Cares  away. 

In  Laughter  let  them  all  be  drown’d 
No  perfect  Good  is  to  be  found. 

One  Mortal  feels  Fate’s  fudden  Blow, 
Another’s  ling’ring  Death  comes  flow 
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And  what  of  Life  they  take  from  thee. 
The  Gods  may  give  to  punifh  me. 

Thy  Portion  is  a  wealthy  Stock, 

A  fertile  Glebe,  a  fruitful  Flock, 

Horfes  and  Chariots  for  thy  Eafe, 

Rich  Robes  to  deck  and  make  thee  pleafe* 
For  me  a  little  Cell  I  chufe, 

Fit  for  my  Mind,  fit  for  my  Mufe, 

Which  foft  Content  does  beft  adorn. 
Shunning;  the  Knaves  and  Fools  Ifcorn. 


The  COMPLAINT. 

A  Song  to  a  Scotch  Tune. 


I  Love,  I  doat,  I  rave  with  Pain, 

No  Quiet’s  in  my  Mind, 

Tho’  ne’er  could  be  a  happier  Swain, 
Were  Sylvia  lefs  unkind. 

For  when,  as  long  her  Chains  I’ve  worn* 
I  afk  Relief  from  Smart, 

She  only  gives  me  Looks  of  Scorn  ; 

Alas,  ’twill  break  my  Heart  1 

My  Rivals,  rich  in  worldly  Store, 

May  offer  Heaps  of  Gold, 

Eut  furely  I  a  Heav’n  adore. 

Too  precious  to  be  fold ; 

Can  Sylvia  fuch  a  Coxcomb  prize. 

For  Wealth  and  not  Defert, 

And  my  poor  Sighs  and  Tears  defpife  ? 
^vlas,  ’twill  break  my  Heart ! 


When 
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When  like  fomc  panting,  hov’ring  Dove, 

I  for  my  Blifs  contend. 

And  plead  the  Caufe  of  eager  Love, 

She  coldly  calls  me  Friend. 

Ah,  Sylvia!  thus  in  vain  you  ftrive 
To  aft  a  Healer’s  Part, 

’Twill  keep  but  ling’ring  Pain  alive, 

Alas !  and  break  my  Heart. 

When  on  my  lonely  penfive  Bed, 

I  lay  me  down  to  Reft, 

In  hope  to  calm  my  raging  Head, 

And  cool  my  burning  Bread:, 

Her  Cruelty  all  Eafe  denies ; 

With  fome  fad  Dream  I  ftart, 

All  drown’d  in  Tears  I  find  my  Eyes, 

And  breaking  feel  my  Heart. 

Then  rifing,  through  the  Path  I  rove 
That  leads  me  where  (he  dwells. 

Where  to  the  fenfelefs  Waves  my  Love 
Its  mournful  Story  tells ; 

With  Sighs  I  dew  and  kifs  the  Door, 

’Till  Morning  bids  depart ; 

Then  vent  ten  thoufand  Sighs  and  more  : 
Alas,  ’twill  break  my  Heart  ! 

But,  Sylvia,  when  this  Conqueft’s  won. 
And  I  am  dead  and  cold. 

Renounce  the  cruel  Deed  you’ve  done,. 

Nor  glory  when  ’tis  told  ; 

For  ev’ry  lovely  gcn’rous  Maid 
Will  take  my  injur’d  Part, 

And  curfe  thee,  Sylvia,  I’m  afraid. 

Foe  breaking  my  poor  Heart. 
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Prologue  to  Constantine  the  Great, 


WHAT  think  ye  meant  wife  Providence,  when  fttft. 

Poets  were  made  ?  I’d  tell  you,  if  I  durft. 

That  ’tvvas  in  Contradiction  to  Heav’n’s  Word, 

That  when  its  Spirit  o’er  the  Waters  ftirr’d, 

When  it  faw  All,  and  faid,  That  All  was  good,. 

The  Creature  Poet  was  not  underftood. 

For,  were  it  worth  the  Pains  of  fix  long  Days, 

To  mould  Retailers  of  dull  Third-Day-Plays,  v 

That  ftarve  out  threefcore  Years  in  hopes  of  Bays.  J 
’Tis  plain  they  ne’er  were  of  the  firft  Creation, 

But  came  by  meer  equiv’cal  Generation, 

Like  Rats  in  Ships,  without  Coition  bred'; 

As  hated  too  as  they  are,  and  unfed. 

Nature  their  Species  fure  mull  needs  difown. 

Scarce  knowing  Poets,  lefs  by  Poets  known. 

Yet  this  poor  Thing,  fo  fcorn’d,  and  let  at  nought. 

Ye  all  pretend  to,  and  woul’d  fain  be  thought. 

Bifabled  wafting  Where- Majiers  are  not 
Frouder  to  own  the  Brats  they  never  got. 

Than  fumbling,,  itching  Rhymers  of  the  Town, 

T’adopt  fome  bafe-born  Song  that’s  not  their  own. 

Spite  of  his  State,  my  Lord  fometimes  defeends. 

To  pleafe  the  Importunity  of  Friends. 

The  dulieft  He,  thought  moft  for  Bufinefs  fit. 

Will  venture  his  bought  Place,,  to  aim  at  Wit; 

And  though  he  finks  with  his  Employs  of  State,. 

’Till  common  Senfe  forfake  him,  he’ll  tranflate. 

The  Post  and  the  Whore  alike  complains. 

Of  trading  Quality,  that  fpoil  their  Gains ; 

The  Loi;cb  will  write,  and  Ladies  will  have  Swains, 

There- 
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Therefore,  all  you  who  have  Male  I  flue  bora,. 

Under  the  ftarving  Sign  of  Capricorn  ; 

Prevent  the  Malice  of  their  Stars  in  Time, 

And  warn  them  early  from  the  Sin  of  Rhyme  : 

Tell  them  how  Spenfer  llarv’d,  how  Co-wley  mourn’d,. 
How  Butler's  Faith  and  Service  was  return’d ; 

And  if  fuch  Warning  they  refufe  to  take. 

This  laft  Experiment,  O  Parents,  make  !’ 

With  Hands  behind  them  fee  th’ Offender  ty’dy 
The  Parifh  Whip,  and  Beadle  by  his  Side  ; 

Then  lead  him  to  fome  Stall  that  does  expofe 
The  Authors  he  loves  moll,  there  rub  his  Nofe* 

’Till  like  a  Spaniel  lafa’d,  to  know  Command,. 

He  by  the  due  Correction  underftand,  v 

To  keep  his  Brains  clean,,  and  not  foul  the  Land : 

’Till  he  again!!  his  Nature  learn  to  ftrive, 

Ajid  get  the  Knack  of  Dulnefs  how  to  thrive.. 


The  Beginning  of  d  Pastoral  on  the 
Death  of  his  late  Maj.es  t  y. 

WHAT  Horror’s  this  that  dwells  upon  the  Plain  ? 

And  thus  difturbs  the  Shepherd’s  peaceful  Reign  ?. 
A  difmat  Sound  breaks  through,  die  yielding  Air,. 
Forewarning  us  fome  dreadful' Storm  is  near. 

Xhe  bleating  Flocks  in  wild  ConfuJion  ftray,  X 

The  early  Larks  forfake  their  wand’ring  Way,.  V 

And  ceafc  to  welcome  in  the  new-born  Day.  J 

Each  Nymph,  poffeft  with  a  diitraCted  Fear,, 

Diforder’d  hangs  her  loofe  dilhevell’d  Hair. 

Difeafes  with  her  llrong  Convulfions  reign  : 

And  Deities,  not  known  before  to  Pain, 

Are  now  with  apoplectic k  Seizures  Itain  : 
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Hence  flow  our  Sorrow^s,  hence  increafe  our  Fears, 
Each  humble  Plant  does  drop  her  Silver  Tears. 

Ye  tender  Lambs  ftray  not  fo  faft  away. 

To  weep  and  mourn  let  us  together  hay  : 

O’er  all  the  Univerfe  let  it  be  fpread, 

That  now  the  Shepherd  of  the  Flock  is  dead. 

The  Royal  Pan,  that  Shepherd  of  the  Sheep, 

He,  who  to  leave  his  Flock  did  dying  weep,  [Sleep. 
Is  gone,  ah  gone  !  ne’er  to  return  from  Death’s  eternal 
Begin,  Damela,  let  thy  Numbers  fly 
Aloft,  where  the  fafe  milky  Way  does  lie  ; 

Mopfus,  who  Dapbnis  to  the  Stars  did  ling. 

Shall  join  with  you,  and  thither  waft  our  King. 

Play  gently  on  your  Reeds  a  mournful  Strain, 

And  tell  in  Notes  thro’  all  th’  Arcadian  Plain, 

The  Royal  Pan,  the  Shepherd  of  the  Sheep, 

He,  who  to  leave  his  Flock  did  dying  weep,  [Sleep. 
Is- gone,  ah,  gone  !  ne’er  to  return  from  Death’s  eternal 
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Tb  Madam  - 

My  ’Tyrant ! 

I  Endure  too  much  Torment  to  be  filent,  and  have  en¬ 
dur'd  it  too  long  not  to  make  the  fevereft  Complaint, 
I  love  you,  I  doat  on  you;  Dejire  makes  me  mad,, 
when  I  am  near  you ;  and  Befpair,  when  I  am  from  you. 
Sure,  of  all  Miferies,  Love  is  to  me  the  mo'ft  intolerable  : 
It  haunts  me  in  my  Sleepy  perplexes  me  when  waking ; 
every  melancholy  Thought  makes  my  Fears  more  power¬ 
ful  ;  and  every  delightful  one  makes  my  IViJhes  more  un¬ 
ruly.  In  all  other  uneafy  Chances  of  a  Man’s  Life,  there 
is  an  immediate  Recourfe  to  fome  kind  of  Succour  or  ano¬ 
ther  :  In  Wants  we  apply  ourfelves  to  our  Friends-,  in 
Sicknefs  to  Phyfcians :  But  Love,  the  Sum,  the  Total  of 
all  Misfortunes,  muft  be  endur’d  with  Silence ;  no  Friend 
fo  dear  to  truft  with  fuch  a  Secret,  nor  Remedy  in  Art  fo 
powerful  to  remove  its  Anguijb .  Since  the  firft  Day  I 
law  you,  I  have  hardly  enjoy’d  one  Hour  of  perfedl  Quiet : 

I  lov’d  you  early;  and  no  fooner  had  I  beheld  that  foft 
bewitching  Face  of  yours,  but  I  felt  in  my  Heart  the 
very  Foundation  of  all  my  Peace  give  Way  :  But  when 
you  became  another’s,  I  muft  confefs  that  I  did  then  re¬ 
bel,  had  foolilh  Pride  enough  to  promife  myfelf  I  would 
in  Time  recover  my  Liberty :  In  Spite  of  my  enilav’d  Na~ 
ture,  I  fwore  againft  myfelf,  I  would  not  love  you  :  I  af-  , 
fedled  a  Refentment,  ftifted  my  Spirit,  and  would  not  let 
it  bend,  Co  much  as  once  to  upbraid  you,  each  Day  it 

'  was 
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was  my  Chance  to  fee  or  to  be  near  you  :  With  ftubborn 
Sufferance,  Irefolv’d  to  bear,  and  brave  your -Po.-mw „•  Nay,, 
did  it  often  too,  fuccefsfuily.  Generally  with  Wine,  or 
Converfation  I  diverted  or  appeas’d  the  Daemon  that  pof- 
fefs’d  me;  but  when  at  Night,  returning  to  my  unhappy 
felf,  to  give  my  Heart  an  Account  why  I  had.  done  it  fo 
unnatural  a  Violence ,  it  was  then  I  always  paid  a  trehle; 
Intereji  for  the  fhort  Moments  of  Eafe,  which  I  had  bor¬ 
row’d  then  every  treacherous  Thought  rofe  up,  and  took 
your  Part,  nor  left  me  ’till  they  had  thrown  me  on  my. 
Bed,  and  open’d  thofe  Sluices  of  Tears,  that  were  to  run 
’till  Morning.  This  has  been  for  fome  Years  my  beft  Con- 
dition:  Nay,  Time  itfelf,  that  decays  all  things- elfe,  has 
but  increas’d  and  added  to  my  Longings.  I  tell  it  you, 
and  charge  you  to  believe  it,  as  you  are  generous,-  (which 
fure  you  mult  be,  for  every  thing,  except  your  Negleft  of 
me,  perfuades  me  that  you  are  foJ  even  at.this  Time,  tho’- 
other  Arms  have  held  you,  and  fo  long  trefpafs’d  on 
thofe  dear  Joys  that  only  were  my  Due  ;  I  love  you  with 
that  Tenderirefs  of  Spirit,  that  Purity  of  Truth,  and  that 
Sincerity  of  Heart,  that  I  could  facrifice  the  neareft 
Friends,  or  Interefts  I  have  on  Earth,  barely  but- to  pleafe 
you  :  If  I  had  all  the  World,  it  Ihould  be  yours ;  for  with 
it  I  could  be  but  miferable,  if  you.  were  not  mine.  I 
appeal  to  vourfelf  for  Jujlice,  if  through  the  whole 
Adlions  of  my  Life,  I  have  done  any  one  thing  that  might 
not  let  you  fee  how  abfolute  your  Authority  was  over  me. 
Your  Commands  have  been  always  facred  to  me;  your 
Smiles  have  always  tranfported  me,  and  your  Browns  aw’d 
me.  In  Ihort,  you  will  quickly  become  to  me  the  greateil 
Bleffng,  or  the  greatefl:  Curfe,  that  ever  Man  was  doom’d 
to.  I  cannot  fo  much  as  look  on  you  without  Cor.fufiun ; 
Wijhes  and  Fears  rife  up  in  War  within  me,,  and  work  a 
carfed  Dijlrattion  thro’  my  Soul,  that  mull,  I' am  fure,. 
in  Time,  have  wretched  Confequcnces :  You  only  can,  with, 
that  healing  Cordial,.  Love,  afiuage  and  calm  my  Tor¬ 
ment:  y 
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meats ;  pity  the  Man  then  that  would  be  proud  to  die  for 
you  and  cannot  live  without  you;  and  allow  him  thus 
far  to  boaft  too,  that  (take  out  Fortune  from  the  Balance) 
you  never  were  belov’d  or  courted  by  a  Creature  that  had 
a  nobler  or  jufter  Pretence  to  your  Heart,  than  the  Un¬ 
fortunate,  (and  even  at  this  Time)  Weeping 


Otway. 


To  Madam 


IN  Value  of  your  S>uiet,  though  it  would  be  the  utter 
Ruin  of  my  own,  I  have  endeavour’d  this  Day  to  per- 
fuade  myfelf  never  more  to  trouble  you  with  a  Paflion 
that  has  tormented  me  fufficiently  already,  and  is  fo  much 
the  more  a  Torment  to  me,  in  that  I  perceive  it  is  be¬ 
come  one  to  you,  who  are  much  dearer  to  me  than  my- 
felf.  I  have  laid  all  the  Reafons  my  diftradled  Condition 
would  let  me  have  Recourfe  to,  before  me:  I  have  con- 
fulted  my  Pride,  whether  after  a  Rival's  Pofteflion,  I 
ought  to  ruin  all  my  Peace  for  a  Woman  that  another  has 
been  more  bleft  in,  tho’  no  Man  ever  lov’d  as  I  did  :  But 
Love,  vidlorious  Love  !  o’erthrows  all  that,  and  tells  me, 
it  is  his  Nature  never  to  remember;  he  ftill  looks  for¬ 
ward  from  the  prefent  Hour,  expedting  ftill  new  Davuns, 
new  riling  Happinefs ;  never  looks  back,  never  regards 
what  is  paft,  and  left  behind  him,  but  buries  and  forgets 
it  quite  in  the  hot  fierce  Purfuit  of  Joy  before  him :  I 
have  confulted  too  my  very  felf,  and  find  how  carelefs 
Nature  was  in  framing  me;  feafon’d  me  haftily  with  all 
the  moft  violent  Inclinations  and  Defires,  but  omitted  the 
Ornaments  that  Ihould  make  thofe  Qualities  become  me. 
I  have  confulted  too  my  Lot  of  Fortune,  and  find  how 

foolilhly 


5;S  LETTERS. 

Foolifhly  I  wilh  Poffeflion  of  what  is  fo  precious,  all  the 
World’s  too  cheap  for  it;  yet  Hill  I  love.  Hill  I  doat  on, 
and  cheat  myfelf,  very  content,  becaufe  the  Folly  pleafes 
me.  It  is  Pleafure  to  think  how  fair  you  are,  tho’  at  the 
fame  Time  worfe  than  Damnation,  to  think  how  cruel ; 
Whylhould  you  tell  me  you  have  {hut  your  Heart  up  for 
ever  ?  It  is  an  Argument  unworthy  of  yourfelf,  founds 
like  Re/erve,  and  not  fo  much  Sincerity,  as  fure  I  may 
claim  even  from  a  little  of  your  Friendfhip.  Can  your 
Age,  yourFace,  your  Eyes,  and  your  Spirit  bid  Defiance 
to  that  fweet  Power  i  No,  you  know  better  to  what 
End  Heaven  made  you,  know  better  how  to  manage 
Youth  and  Pleafure,  than  to  let  them  die  and  pall  upon 
your  Hands.  ’Tis  me,  ’tis  only  me  you  have  barr’d  your 
Heart  againft.  My  Sufferings,  my  Diligence,  my  Sighs, 
Complaints,  and  Tears,  are  ofno  Power  with  your  haughty 
Nature;  yet  fure  you  might  at  leaft  vouchfafe  to  pity 
them,  not  (hift  me  off-  with  grofs,  thick  home-fpun 
Friendjhip,  the  common  Coin  that  paffes  betwixt  worldly 
Jnterejis:  Muff  that  be  my  Lot  !  Take  it,  Ill-natur’d,  take 
it,  give  it  to  him  who  would  wafte  his  Fortune  for  you, 
give  it  the  Man  would  fill  your  Lap  with  Gold,  court 
you  with  Offers  of  vaft  rich  Poffeffions,  give  it  the  Fool 
that  hath  nothing  but  his  Money  to  plead  for  him  :  Love 
will  have  a  much  nearer  Relation,  or  none,  I  a{k  for 
glorious  Happinefs  i  you  bid  me  welcome  to  your  Friendjhip, 
it  is  like  {eating  me  at  your  Side-table,  when  I  have  the 
beff  Pretence  to  your  Plight-hand  at  the  Feaft.  I  love,  I 
doat,  I  am  mad’,  and  know  no  Meafure,  nothing  but  Ex- 
treams  can  give  me  Eafe ;  the  kindeff  Love,  or  moll  pro¬ 
voking  Scorn :  Yet  even  your  Scorn  would  not  perform  the 
Cure,  it  might  indeed  take  off  the  Edge  of  Hope ,  but  damn’d 
De/pair  will  gnaw  my  Heart  for  ever.  If  then  I  am  not 
odious  to  your  Eyes,  if  you  have  Charity  enough  to  value 
the  Well-being  of  a  Man  that  holds  you  dearer  than  you 
can  the  Child  your  Bowels  are  molt  fond  of,  by  that 

fweet 


LETTERS.  379 

fweet  Pledge  of  your  firft  fofteft  Love,  I  charm  and  here 
conjure  you  to  pity  the  diftratting  Pangs  of  mine ;  pity 
my  unquiet  Days,  and  reftlefs  Nights  ;  pity  the  Frenzy  that 
has  half  pofiefc  my  Brain  already,  and  makes  me  write 
to  you  thus  ravingly  :  The  Wretch  in  Bedlam  is  more  at 
Peace  than  I  am  !  And  if  I  muft  never  poflefs  the  Heaven 
I  wilh  for,  my  next  Defire  is,  (and  the  fooner  the  better) 
a  clean  f>vept  Cell,  a  merciful  Keeper,  and  your  Com¬ 
panion  when  you  find  me  there. 


1 Think  and  he  Generous. 


To  Madam 


SINCE  you  are  going  to  quit  the  World,  I  think  my- 
felf  oblig’d,  as  a  Member  of  the  World,  to  ufe  the 
belt  of  my  Endeavours  to  divert  you  from  fo  ill-natur’d  an 
Inclination :  Therefore,  by  reafon  your  Vifits  will  take 
up  fo  much  of  this  Day,  I  have  debarr’d  myfelf  the  Op¬ 
portunity  of  waiting  on  you  this  Afternoon,  that  I 
may  take  a  Time  you  are  more  Miftrefs  of,  and  when  you 
fhall  have  more  Leifure  to  hear,  if  it  be  poflible  for  any 
Arguments  of  mine  to  take  place  in  a  Heart,  I  am  afraid 
too  much  harden’d  againfc  me  :  I  muftconfefs  it  may  look 
a  little  extraordinary,  for  one  under  my  Circumftances  to 
endeavour  the  confirming  your  good  Opinion  of  the 
World,  when  it  had  been  much  better  for  me,  one  of  us 
had  never  feen  it.  V or  Nature  difpos’d  me  from  my  Crea¬ 
tion  to  Love,  and  my  ill  Fortune  has  condemn’d  me  to 
doat  on  one,  who  certainly  could  never  have  been  deaf 
fo  long  to  fo  faithful  a  Paflion,  had  Nature  difpos’d  her 
from  her  Creation  to  hate  any  thing  but  me.  I  beg  you 
to  forgive  this  trifling,  for  I  have  fo  many  Thoughts  of 
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this  Nature,  that  ’tis  impoflible  for  me  to  take  Pen  and 
Ink  in  my  Hand,  and  keep  ’em  quiet,  efpecially  when  ^ 
have  the  kail  Pretence  to  let  you  know,  you  are  the  Caufe 
of  the  fevereil  Difquiets  that  ever  touch’d  the  Heart  of 

O  AWAY. 


To  Madam  - - 

COULD  I  fee  you  without  Paflion,  or  beabfent  from 
you  without  Pain,  I  need  not  beg  your  Pardon  for 
this  renewing  my  Vows,  that  I  love  you  more  than 
Health,  or  any  Happinefs  here,  or  hereafter.  Every  thfhg 
you  do  is  a  new  Charm  to  me ;  and  tho’  I  have  languiih’d 
for  feven  long  tedious  Years  of  Defire,  jealoufly  defpair- 
Sng  ;  yet  every  Minute  I  fee  you,  I  Hill  difcover  fome- 
thing  new  and  more  bewitching.  Confider  how  I  love 
you  ;  what  would  I  not  renounce,  or  enterprize  for  you  ? 
I  muil  have  you  mine,  or  I  am  miferable ;  and  nothing 
but  knowing  which  ihall  be  the  happy  Hour,  can  make 
the  reft  of  my  Life  that  are  to  come  tolerable.  Give  me 
a  Word  or  two  of  Comfort,  or  refolve  never  to  look  with 
common  Gcodnefs  on  me  more,  for  I  cannot  bear  a  kind 
Look,  and  after  it  a  cruel  Denial.  This  Minute  my  Heart 
akes  for  you  :  And,  if  I  cannot  have  a  Right  in  yours,  I 
wiih  it  would  ake  ’till  I  could  complain  to  you  no  longer. 


Remember  poor  O  T  W  AY. 
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To  Madam  - 

O  U  cannot  but  be  fenfible  that  I  am  blind,  or  you 


JL  would  not  To  openly  difcover  what  a  ridiculous  Tool 
you  make  of  me.  I  fhould  be  glad  to  difcover  whofe  Sa¬ 
tisfaction  I  was  facrific’d  to  this  Morning  ;  for  I  am  fure 
your  own  Ill-nature  could  not  be  guilty  of  inventing  fuch 
an  Injury  to  me,  meerly  to  try  how  much  I  could  bear, 
were  it  not  for  the  Sake  of  fome  dfs,  that  has  the  For¬ 
tune  to  pleafe  you  :  In  Ihort,  I  have  made  it  the  Bufinefs 
of  my  Life  to  do  you  Service,  and  pleafe  you,  if  poflible, 
by  any  Way  to  convince  you  of  the  unhappy  Love  I  have 
for  feven  Years  toil’d  under;  and  your  whole  Bufinefs  is 
to  pick  ill-natur’d  Conjectures  out  of  my  harmlefs  Freedom 
of  Cowverfation,  to  vex  and  gall  me  with,  as  often  as  you 
are  pleas’d  to  divert  yourfelf  at  the  Expence  of  my  Quiet. 
Oh,  thou  Tormentor  !  Could  I  think  it  vrerejealoujy,  how 
Ihould  I  hujnble  jnyfelf  to  be  juftify’d ;  but  I  cannot  bear 
the  Thought  of  being  made  a  Property  either  of  another 
Man’s  good  Fortune,  or  the  Vanity  of  a  Woman  thatdefigns 
nothing  but  to  plague  me. 

There  may  be  Means  found,  fome  Time  or  other,  to  let 
you  know  your  Mi  flaking. 


3s  2 
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To  Madam  - 

YOU  were  pleas’d  to  fend  me  Word  you  would 
meet  me  in  the  Mall  this  Evening,  and  give  me 
further  Satisfaction,  in  the  Matter  you  were  fo  unkind  to 
charge  me  with ;  I  was  there,  but  found  you  not;  and 
therefore  beg  of  you,  as  you  ever  would  wilh  yourfelf  to 
be  eafed  of  the  higheft  Torment  it  were  poffible  for  your 
Nature  to  be  fenfible  of,  to  let  me  fee  you  fome  Time 
To-morrow,  and  fend  me  Word,  by  this  Bearer,  where, 
and  at  what  Hour,  you  will  be  fo  juft,  as  either  to  acquit 
or  condemn  me ;  that  I  may,  hereafter,  for  your  Sake,  ei¬ 
ther  blefs  all  your  bewitching  Sex ;  or  as  often  as  I  hence¬ 
forth  think  of  you,  curfe  Womankind  for  ever. 


End  0/  /fe  T  h  i  r  d  V  o  l  u  m  e, 


